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BELLES HAVE AT YE ALL. 
SPOKEN AS A 


ö 
YE fprightly Belles, who haſte where pleaſure's 


Tripping the mazy round on light ſome toe, | flow, 


Who ſeek freſh joys from ev'ry new-born day, 
At balls, or routs, at opera or the play, 

* Attend a moment to a ſifter's call, 

For well I know you, —and have at ye all.” 


A Belle, to, captivating b/iſs awake, 
Whoſe little heart conceals a little Rake ; 
Whether in Box ſhe fhines, enticing love, 
In Pit or Gallery, or with the Gods above. 
View her inev'ry. rank, "midſt all degrees, 
She's flill the fame, review her as yau pleaſe z 
Still ta ſome ſmiling joy a votive warm, 
T inviting pleaſures, and to ſcenes that charm. 


In Boxes, Lettices, are firſt I ſes. 
Some Belles of taſte, who look moſt charmingly. 
From Faſhion's luring aim, fantaſtic art ! 
New. pow'rs you ſtudy to-enflave the heart ; 
And when. yaur beauty with-each-grace;is ſoen, 
You come, all daa zling ta this. joyous. ſcene. 
Men homage, pay, while yougoith a0jnning ſmiles, 
Play all th artillery of loue- born wiles; 
With ſofteſt blandiſbments all eyes allure, 
And leave expiring ſwains without a cure, 
The Play begun—you Belles of taſte and ſpirit, 
Attend but little to our theme or merit, 
The laſt night's Drum affords a deal of chat; 
Lady Plume fainted there—ay ! what of that &.- 
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Belle's Stratagem. 


Ac l. lin 
Lincoln's Inn, 


{nter Saville, followed by a ſervant, at the top of the 
Rage, locking about as if at a loſs. 


Sav. F- INCOLN*s Inn. Well, but where to 
find, now I am in Lincoln's Inn. Where did he 
ſay his maſter was? RES, 

Ser. He only ſaid in Lincoln's Inn. | 

Sau. That's pretty; and your wiſdom never en- 
quired at whote chambers. 

Ser. Sir, you ſpoke to the ſervant yourſelf. 

Fav. If I was too impatient to aſk queſtions, you 
ought to have directions, blockhead. 


Enter Courtall, ſinging. 


Ila, Coartall! Bid him keep the horſes in motion, 
and then enquire at all the chambers round. Cexi- 
Servant.) What the Devil brings you to this part of 
the town? Have any of the long robes, handſome 
wives, ſiſters, or chamber-maids ? 

Court. Perhaps they have; but I came on a dif- 
ferent errand ; and * good fortune brought 
f thec 
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thee here halt an hour ſooner, I'd have given thee 
{uch a treat. Ha, ha. | | 

Sav. I am ſorry I miſt it; What is it? 

Court. I was inform'd, a few days ſince, that my 
couſins Sallow were come to town, and deſired 
earneſtly to ſee me at their lodgings in Warwick- 
court, Holborn, Away went I, painting them all 
the way like ſo many Hebes ; they came from the 
tartheſt part of Northumberland, had never been in 
town, and in courſe were made up of ruſticity, in- 
zocence and beauty. 

Save Well. 

Court, After waiting thirty minutes, during 
which there was a violent buſtle, in bounc'd five 
vgallow dames; four of em may-poles, the fifth Na- 


ture, by way of variety, had bent in the Zſop ſtyic; 


but they all open'd at once, like hounds on freſh 
ſcent—Oh, couſin Courtall—lard, couſin, I am 
glad you are come, we want you to go with us to 
the Park, and the Plays, and the Opera, and Al- 
mack's, and all the fine places 'The Devil, my 


dears, may attend you, for I am ſure I won't; 


however, I heroically ſtay'd an hour with them, 
and diſcover'd the virgins were all come to town 
with the hopes of leaving it wives ; their heads arc 


full of knights, baronets, fops and adventures. 


Sav. Well, how did you get off ? 

Court. Oh, I pleaded a million of engagements ; 
however conſcience twitch'd me fo, I breakfaſted 
with them this morning, and afterwards ſquir'd 
them to the Gardens here, as the moſt private place 
in town, and then took a ſorrowful leave, com- 
plaining of my hard fortune, that oblig d me to ſet 
off immediately for Dorſetſhire, ha, ha, ha. 

Sav., I congratulate your eſcape: Courtall at Al- 
mack's, with five awkard country couſins ! ha, ha, 


ha! why, your exiſtence, as a man of gallantry, 


could never have ſurviv'd it. a 
Court. Death and fire, had they come to town 
like che ruſtics of the lat age, to Paul's, the Lyons, 


and 


he 
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and the Wax-work; at their But the couſins 
of our days come up ladies, and with knowledge 
they glean from magazines. and pocket-bocks ; fine 
ladies laugh at the baſhfulneis of their grandmother, 
and boldly demand their entrance into the firit 
circles. | 

Sav. Where can this fellow be? come, give me 
ſome news. | 

Court. Oh! Enough for three Gazettes ; the la- 
dies are going to petition for a bill, that curing 
the war, every man may be allowed two lives. 

Sav. Tis impoſlible it thould paſs; for the ma- 
jority of both houſes know what it is to have one, 
Court. Gallantry was blackball'd at the Cotteric 
laſt Thurſday, and Prudence and Chaſtity voted in, 

Sev. Ay, that may hold till the camps break up; 
but have you elopements? no divorces ? 

Court, Divorces are abſolutely out; and the 
commons Doctors ſtarving ; ſo they are publiſhing 
trials of crim con, with all the ſeperate evidence 
at large, which they find has always a powerful 
effect on their trade, actions tumbling in upon them 
afterwards, like mackerel at Graveſend. 

Sav. What more? | 

Court, Nothing ; for weddings, deaths, and po- 
litics I never talk of, but whilſt my hair is 
dreſſing. But prithee Saville, how came you in 
town, whilſt all the qualified gentry are playing at 
pop-gun on Coxheath, and the country over-run 
with hares and foxes ? 

Sav. I came to meet, my friend Doricourt, who 
you know is lately arriv'd from Rome. 

Court. Arriv'd; yes faith, and has cut us all out: 
his carriage, his liveries, his dreſs, himſelf, are the 
rage of the day! his firſt appearance ſet the whole 
town in a ferment, and his vallet is beſieg'd by 
levees of taylors, habit- makers, and other miniſters 
of faſhion, to gratify the impatience of their cuſ- 
tomers becoming RING de Doricourt, N ay 

; 2D the 


— 


Pleadwell's, and gone about five minutes. 
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the beautiful lady Frolie to'ther night, with two 
ſiſter-countefles, inſiſted upon his waiſtcoat for 
muffs, and their ſnowy arms now bear it in triumph 
about the town, to the heart-rending affliction of 
all our beau gargons. 

Sav. Indeed! well thoſe little gallantries will 
ſoon be over; he's on the point of marriage. 

Court, Marriage! Doricourt on the point of 
marriage ! *tis the happieſt tidings you could have 
given, next to his being hang'd; who is the bride 
ele? 

Sav. I never ſaw her; but *tis Miſs Hardy ; ; the 
match was made by their parents, and the court- 
{hip began on their nurſes knees: maſter us'd to 
crow at miſs, and mifs, us'd to chuckle at matter. 


Court, Oh ! then by this time they care no more 


for one another, than I do for my country couſins, 


Sav. I don't know that; they never met ſince 
thus high, and ſo probably have ſome regard for 


each other, 

Court. Never met; odd | 

$av. A whim of Mr. Hardy's ; he thoanhe his 
daughter's charms would make a more forcible 
impreſion, if her lover remain'd in ignorance of 
'em, till his return from the Continent. 

Enter Saville's ſervant. 
Ser. Mr. Doricourt, has been at councellor 


| [exit ſerv. 

Sav. Five minutes; zZounds, I have been five 
minutes too late all my lite time; good morrow 
Courtall; I maſt purſue him. (going. 

Court. "Promiſe to dine with me to-day; 1 have 
fome honeſt fellows. (going on the oppoſite fide.) 

Sav. Can't promiſe you; perhaps I may; ſee 
there's a bevy of female patigonians coming down 


upon us. 


Court. By the lord then, it muſt be my {trapping 
couſins ; I dare not look behind me; run man, run. 


SCENE 


Exit. . 


| 

. 
| 
' 


| 
| 
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SCENE II. 


A gentle noch at the door. 
A hall at Doricourt's. 
Enter Porter. 


Por. Tap; what ſneaking devil art thou? {opens 
the door.) 

Enter Crowquil. 
* 

I fuppoſe you are one of the monſieurs cuſtomers, 
he's above ſtairs, overhawling all his honour's things 
to a Parcel of them. | 

Crow. No, fir, *tis with you, if you pleaſe, that I 
want to ſpeak. | 

Por, Me; well what do you want with me ? 

Crew. Sir, you muſt know that I am the gentle- 
man that writes the tete-a-tetes in the magazines. 

Per. Oh hoh, I Begin to ſmoak you now; what, 


you are the fellow that tyes folkes noſe to noſe in 


your ſixpenny cuts, that never met any where ei 
Crow, Oh! dear fir, excuſe me; we always go cn 
foundation j and if you can help ine to a few anec- 


dotes of your maſter's ; ſuch as what marchioneſs 
he loſt money to at paris; who is his favourite lady 


in town, or the name of the girl he firſt made love to 


at college, or any incident that happened his grand- 


20tter, or great aunts; a couple will do by way 
of ſupporters; I'll weave a web of intrigues, loſſes 
and gallantries between them, that fhall fil you 
four pages, procure mie a dozen dinners, and you, 


fir, a bottle of wine ior your trouble. 


* 


Per. Oh, ho, I have heard the tnifler talk cf 


you; when I lived at my lord Trinket's; but what 
the devil do you mean; you gave him a cron un a 
retaining ec? 1 | 

| | 7 3 a Cre da. 
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Crow, Oh, fir, that was for a lord's amours; 
commoners are never but half; why, I have a baro- 
net's for five {hillings, tho' he was a married man, 
and chang'd his miſtreſs every ſix weeks. 

Por. Don't tell me; what ſignifies a barronet or 


a bit of a lord, who may be was never further than ſun 


and ſun round London; we have travell'd, man; my 


maſter has been in Italy, and over the whole iſland 


of Spain; talk'd with the queen of France, and 


Alanc'd with her at a maſquerade; ay, ſach folk 


don't go to maſquerades for nothing; but mum; 


not a word more; unktis you'll rank my maſter with. 


a lord, I'll not be guilty of bMbbing his ſecrets, I 
aſſure you. 


Crow. Well, fir, perhaps you'll throw in a hint 


or two of other families where you liv'd, that may 


be work'd up into ſomething ; and ſo, ſir, here's one, 


two, three, four, five ſhillings. 

Por, Well, that's honeſt; {pocketing the money ) 
to tell you the truth, J don't know much of my 
maſter's concerns yet; but here comes monſicur and 
his gang; L' pump them ; they have trotted after 
him all round Europe, from the Canaries to the Ifle 
of Wight, {they retire back.) 

Euler ſeveral foreign ſervants and tradeſmen 
Porter takes cue of them afide. 

Tradeſ. Weill, then you have ſhew'd us all. 

French. All en verite, monſieurs ; you have ſeen 
every thing, ſerviteur, ſerviteur. [Exit trade/. 

Ay, here comes an autre curious Englithman 


dats an autre guinea per moi. 


Enter Saville. | 
Allens, monſieur, dis way, I will ſhew you ſuch 


tings, as you never ſee, by gar, in England; velvets 


ty le Moſle, ſuits cut by Verdu, trimmings by Greſ- 
lets, em roidery de tanteville. 

Jav. Puppy, where is your maſter ? 

Por. Zouns, ye chattering, frog-eating dunder- 
head, can't you fee a gentleman, 'tis Mr. Saville; 
nes denten the ir: 


7 
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French 
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French. Monſieur Saville, je ſuis mort de peur, 
zen touſand pardons, excuſez mon erreur, and 
permit me to conduct to Monſ. Doricourt ; he be too 
happy, avoize vor. [ exit Fre. and Sav. 

Por. Step below a bit, we'll make it out ſome 
how; I ſuppoſe a flice of ſirloin won't make the 
ſtory go down the worſe, [exit Por. and Crowg.. 


SCENE III. 


An appartment at Doricourt's. 
Enter Doricourt at the top. 


Dor. (ſpeaking to a ſervant) I ſhall be too late for 

St. James's ; bid him come immediately. 
Enter Frenchmaa and Saville, 

French. Monſieur Saville, Sire. exit 

Dor. Moſt fortunate, my dear Saville, let the 
warmth of this embrace ſpeak the pleaſure of my 
heart. 

Sav. Well, this is ſome. comfort; after the ſcurvy 
reception I met with in your hall, I prepared my 
mind, as I came up ſtairs, for a polite French con- 
gee, a bonjours, a grimace, and an adieu. 

Dor. Why ſo? ts 

Sav. Judging-of the maſter from the reſt of the 
family. What the devilis the meaning of that flock. 
of foreigners below, with their parchment faces and 
ſnuffy whiſkers ? What, can't an Engliſkman ſtand 
behind your carriage, buckle your ihoes, or bruſh, 
your coat? 0 | 

Dor. State, my dear Saville, ſtate : Engliſhmen 
make the beſt ſoldiers, citizens, artizans, and philo- 
ſophers in the world, but the very worſt footmen. 
I keep French fellows and Germans, as the Romans 
kept flaves, becauſe their own countrymen had 
minds too enlarg*d and hanghty to deſcend, with a 
grace, to the duties of ſuch a Ration. 


Sav. 
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Sav. A good excuſe for a bad practice. 

Dor. On my honour, experience will convince 
you of its truth; a Frenchman neither hears, ſees, 
nor breaths, but as his maſter directs, and his whole 
ſyſtem of conduct is comprized in one ſhort word, 
Obedience. An Engliſhman reaſons, forms opinions, 
cogitates and diſputes; one is the mere creature of 


Four will, the other a being, conſcious of equal im- 


portance in the univerſal] ſcale with yourſelf, and is 
therefore your judge, whilſt he wears your livery, 
and decides on your actions, with the freedom of a 
cenſor. 

Sav. And this in defence of a cuſtom I have 
heard yon execrate, together with all the adventi- 
tious manners imported by our travell'd gentry. 

Dor. Ay, but was at cighteen ; we are always 
very wile at eighteen ; but conſider this point: ve 
go into Italy, where the ſole bußneſs of the peo- 
ple is to ſtudy, and improve the power of muſic 
we yield to the facination, and grow cnthuſiaſts in 
the charming ſcience ; we travel over France, aud 
ſee the whole kingdom compoſing ornaments, 2nd 


' inventing faſhions ; we condelcend to avail our- 


ſelves of their induſtry, and adopt their modes; we 
return to England, and find the nation intent on 
the mot important objects - policy, commerce, war, 
with all the liberal arts, employ her ſons ; the la- 
tient ſparks glow afreſh within our booms, the fweet 
follies of the Continent pleaſe imperceptibly, whitlit ſe- 
nators, ſtateſmen, patriots, and herocs, emerge from 
the virtu of Italy, and the frippery of France. 
Sav. I may as well give it up; you bad always 
the knack to place vour faults in the beſt ligt; 
and I can't help loving you, faults and all; o to 
tare a ſubje& that mitt pleaſe you, when do you 
expect Miſs Hardy? 5 
Dor. Oh, the hour of expeRation's paſt; ſhe's 
arriv'd, and I this morning had tne honotir of an 


interview at Pleadwell's; the writings were ready, 


1 
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aud, in obedience to the will of Mr. Hardy, we met 
to ſign and ſeal. : 

Sav. Has the event anſwer'd ? did your heart 
leap or ſink when you beheld your miſtreſs ? 

Dor, Faith, neither one nor to'ther ; ſhe's a 
fine girl, as far as mere fleſh and blood goes, but 

Sav, But what? 

Dor. Why, ſhe's only a fine girl, complexion, 
ſhape, and features—nothing more. 

Sav. Is not that enough? | 
Dor. No; ſhe ſhould have ſpirit, fire, lair en 
jour, that ſomething—that nothing—which every 
body feels, and nobody can deſcribe—in the re- 

ſiſtleſs charms of France and Italy. 

Sav. 'Thanks to the parſimony of my father, that 
kept me from travel, I would not have loſt my re- 
lith for true unaffected Englith beauty, to have been 
quarreled for by all the belles of Verſailles and 
Florence. | 

Dor. Pho, pho, thou haſt no taſte; Engliſh 
beauty, *tis inſipidity ; it wants the zeſt; it wants 
poignancy, Frank; why I have known a french- 
woman, indebted to nature for no one thing but a 
pair- of decent eyes,. reckon in her ſuit, as many 
counts, marquiſſes, and petite-maitres as would 
fatisfy three dozen of our firſt rate toaſts. I have 
known an Italian marquiſina make ten conqueſts in 
ſtepping from her carriage, and carry her flaves 
from one city te another, whoſe real intrinſic beau- 
ty would have yielded to half the little griſſets that 
pace your mall on a Sunday. 

Sav. And has miſs Hardy nothing of this? 

Dor. If ſhe has, ſhe was pleas'd to keep it to her- 
ſelf ; 1 was in the room half an hour before I could 
catch the colour of her eyes; andevery attempt to 
draw her into converſation occaſion'd fo cruel an 
embarraſſment, that I was. reduc'd to the neceſſity 
of news, French fleets and Spaniſh captures with 
her father. 


Save 
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Sav. So miſs Hardy, with only beauty, modeſty, 
and merit, is doom'd to the arms of a huſ- 
band who will deſpiſe her. 

Dor. You are unjuſt ; tho' the has not inſpir'd 
me with a violent paſſion, my honour ſecures her 
felicity. | 

Sav. Come, come, Doricourt, you know very 
well, that when the honour of a huſband is locum 
tenens for his heart, his wife muſt be as indiffer- 
ent as himſelf, if ſhe is not unhappy. 

Dor. Pho, pho, never moralize without fpec- 
tacles ; but as we are upon the tender ſubjet, how 
did you bear 'Towchwood's carrying lady Frances? 

Sau. You know I never look'd up to her with 
hope, and Sir George is every way-worthy of her. 
1 Dor. A-la-mode Angloize! a philoſopher even in 
love 

Fav. Come, I detain; you ſeem dreſs'd at all 
points, and of courſe have an engagement. 

Dor. To St. James's ; I dine at Hardy's, and ac- 
company them to the maſquerade in the evening; 
but breakfaſt with me to-morrow, and we'll talk of 
our old companions, -for I ſwear to you, Saville, the 
air of the Continent has not effac'd one youthful 
prejudice or attachment. Fe 
_  Sav. With an exception to the cafe of ladies and 
ſervants. 

Dor. True; there I plead guilty, but I have ne- 
ver yet found any man, whom I could cordially - 
take to my heart and call friend, who was not born 
beneath a Britiſh ſky, and whoſe heart and man- 
ners were not truly Engliſh. {Exit Dor. aud Say. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE w. 
An appartment at Hardy's. 
Villers ſeated on a ſopha reading. 
Enter Flutter. 


Flut. Ha, Villers; have you ſeen Mrs. Rrackit ? 
Mi% Hardy I find is out. | | 

Vill. J have not ſeen her yet; I have made a 
voyage to Lapland fince I came in; [| Vinging away 
the book] a lady at her toilet is as difficult to be 
mov'd as a quaker; ſ[yawring] what events have 
happen'd in the world ſince yeſterday, have yon 
heard ? 

Flut. Oh, yes I ſtopt at Potterſhall's, as I came 
by, and there I found lord James Jeſſamy, Sir Wil- 
tam Wilding, and Mr. - - But now I think 
of it, you than't know a ſyllable of the matter, for, 
1 have been inform'd, you never believe above ene 
half of what I ſay. AP IIs 

Fill. My dear fellow, ſomebody has impos'd up- 
on you moſt egregiout]y ; half, why I never be- 
lieve one-tenth part of what you ſay; that is, ac- 
cording to the plain and liberal expreſſion ; but, as 
[ underſtand, your intciligence is amuſing, and, 
with proper tranflations, may be ſometimes under- 
ſtood. 7 | 

Flut. That's very hard now; I never related a 
a falſity in my life, unieſs I ftumbled upon it by 
- miſtake z and if it were otherwiſe, your dull mat- 
ter-. fact people, are infinitely oblig'd to thoſe _ 
warm imaginations, wiich foar into fiction to arnuſe 
you ; for poſitively the common events of this 
little dirty world, are rot worthy talking about, 
unleſs you embellih them; ha, here comes Mrs, 
Rackit, adieu to weeds, I ice ſhe's all life; cuter, 

madam, 


12 The Belles Stratagem. 


madam, in all your charms ; Villers has been abufing 
your toilet for keeping you ſo long ; but, I think 
we are mach oblig'd to it, and you, 


Enter Mrs. Rackit. 


Rack. How ſo, pray; good morning to you both; 
here's a hand a piece for you; [hey kiſs her hands, 
fe gets in the mildle.} 

Flut. How ſo, becauſe [Lit her hand ] becauſe it 
has given you ſo many beauties. 

Rack. Delightful compliments; what do you 
think of that, Villers ? 

Vill. That he and his compliments are both alike, 
ſhew, but won't bear examining ; ſo you brought 
Miſs Hardy to town laſt night. 

Rack. Yes, 1 ſhould have brought her before, 

but had a fall from my horſe, that confin'd me a 
w eck ; I ſuppoſe, in her heart the with'd me __ 
a dozen times in an hour. 

Flut. Why? 

Roct, Had ſhe not an expecting lover in town all 
the time; the meets him this morning atthelawyer”s, I 
hope ſhe'Il charm him, the's the ſweeteſt girl in the 
world. | 

Vill. Vanity, like murder, will out; you have con- 
vinc'd me, you think yourſelf more charming. 

Nac. How can that be? 

Fill. No woman cver praiſes another, unleſs ſhe 
thinks herſelf ſuperior to her in the very perfection 

"the allows. 

Hut. Nor no man ever rail'd at the ſex, unleſs 
he's convinc'd he deſerves their hatred. 

Rack, Thank you Flutter, I'll owe you a bouquet 
for that; I am going to vitit the new married lady 
Frances Tauche cod; who kuous her huſband? 

Flut. Every body. 

Rack, Is thers not ſomething odd in his cha- 
racter? | « 


Vill. 
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Vill. Nothing, but that he's paſſionately fond 
of his wife; and ſo petulant is his love, that he 
open'd the cage of a favourite bull-finch, and ſent. 
it to catch butterflies, becauſe the rewarded. his 
ſong with kifles, 

* Intolerable monſter ! 

Vill. Nay, nay, nay, this is your fex now; give 
a woman but one ſtroke of character, off ſhe goes, 
like a ball from a racket ; ſees the whole man, 
marks him down for an angel or a devil, and ſo 
exhibits him to her acquaintance. This monſter, this 
brute, is one of the worthieſt fellows upon earth 
found ſenſe and liberal mind, but doats on his wiſe 
to ſuch exceſs, that he quarrels with every thing 
lhe admires, and is jealous of her tippet, and of he 
noſes: AY, 

Rack, Oh! leſs love for me kind Cupid, I can 
ſee no difference between the torment of ſuch an af- 
te&tion, and hatred. 

Flut. Oh! pardon my inconceivable indifference 
—inconceivable—lI fee it clearly as your bracelet. 
In one caſe a huſbaud would fay, as Mr. Snapper 
ſaid to'ther day, zounds, madam, do you ſuppoſe, 
that my table, and my houſe, and my pictures 
apropos, there was the divineſt plague of Athens, 
{old yeſterday at Langford's; the dead figures ſo 
natural, you would have {worn they had been alive 
Lord Primroſe ſaid five hundred}; fix, ſaid my 
lady Carmine; a thouſand faid Ingot the Nabob ; 
down went the hammer; a rouleau for your bar. 
gain, ſaid Sir Jeremy Ingle; and what anſwer do 
you think Ingot made him ? 

Rack. Why, took the offer. 

Flut. Sir, I would oblige you, but I buy this 
picture to place in the nurſery ; the children have 
already got Whittington and his cat; *tis juſt this 
ſize, and they'll make good compamions. 

Rack. Well, I proteſt that's juſt the way now 
the. Nabobs and their wives outbid one at every 


ſale, and the creatures have no taſte. 
| C Vill. 
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Vill. There again, you forgot this ſtory is told 


by Flutter, who always remembers every thing but 
the circumſtances, and the perſons he talks about: 
*twas Ingot that offer'd a rouleau for the bargain ; 
and Sir Jeremy who made the reply. 
Flut. Egad, I believe you are right ; well, the 
ſtory is as good one way as to'ther ; good morning: I 
am going to Mrs. Crotchet's concert; and in my 
way back will make my bow at Sir George's. (going 
Vill. Pl venture every figure in your taylor's bill 
you make ſome blunder there. | 
Flut. [turning back] Done, my taylor's bill has 
not been paid theſe two years, and I'll open my 
mouth with as much care as Mrs. Bridget Button, 
who wears cork plumpers in each check, and ne- 
ver hazards more than ſix words, for fear of thew- 
ing "em. . [Extt. 
Rack. Tis a good natur'd inſignificant creature, 
let in every where, and car'd for no where; there's 
Miſs Hardy return'd from Lincoln's- inn; ſhe ſeems 
Tather chagrin'd. 
Vill. Then I'll leave you to your communica- 
tions. | 
Enter Lettitia, followed by the maid. 


Adieu; I am rejoic'd to fee you ſo well madam ; 
dut I muſt tear myſelf away. ; 

Let. Don't vanith in a moment. [maid brings a 
chair]. | 

Vill. Oh inhuman, you are two of the moſt 
dangerous women in town; ſtaying here to be can- 
nonaded by four ſuch eyes, is equal to an encounter 
with Paul Jones, or a midnight march to Oma. 
They ſwallow the nonſenſe for the ſake of the com- 
pliment. (de.) [Exit Villers. 
Let. [gives her chak' to her maid ] Order Du 
| Queſne never to come again, he ſhall poſitively dreſs 
me no more, [ fits, exit maid ] and this odious 8 | 
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how unbecoming it is; I was bewitch'd to chuſeit; did 
you ever ſee ſuch a fright as I am to-day ? 

Rack. Yes, I have ſeen you look much worſe, 

Let. How can you be ſo provoking ? if I do not 
look this morning worſe than ever I did in my life, 
I am naturally a fright ; you ſhall have it which way 
you will, 

Rack. Juſt as you pleaſe, but what's the mean 
of all this ? 

Let. [riſing] Men are diſſemblers, flatterers, de- 
ceivers; have I not heard a thouſand times of my 
air, my eyes, my ſhape, all made for victory? and 

to-day, when 1 bent my whole heart upon one poor 
ccnqueſt, I have prov'd that all thoſe imputed 
charms amount to nothing, for Doricourt ſaw 
them unmov'd; a huſband of fifteen months, could 
not have examin'd me with more cutting indiffer- 
ELCe 

Rack, Then do you return it like a wife of fif- 
teen roonths, and be as indifferent as he. 

Let. Ay, there's the Ring ; the blooming boy, 
who left his image in my young heart, improv'd 
in every grace that fix'd him there; it is the ſame 
face that my memory, and my dreams conſtantly 
pointed to me, but its graces are finiſh'd, and 
every beauty heighten'd; how mortifying to feel 
myſelf at the ſame moment his tt: and an object 
of perfe& indifference to him ? 

- Rack. How are you certain that was the caſe ? 
did you expect him to kneel before the lawyer, his 
clerks, and your father, to make oath of your 
beauyy r? 
Lei. No; but he ſhould have look'd, as if a ſudden 
ray had pierc'd him ; he ſhould have been breath- 
leſs, ſpeechleſs ; for oh, Carolina ! that was I. 
Rack, I am ſorry you was ſuch a fool. Can you 
expect a man who has courted, and been, courted 
by half the- fine women in Europe, to feel like a 
gi from a boarding —_— ? He is "a prettieſt fel- 


low 
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low you have ſeen, and in courſe bewilders your ima- 
gination, and ſets your ſenſes on fire; but he has 
teen a million of pretty women, child, before he faw 
you, and his firſt feelings have been over long ago. 
Let. Your raillery dilkreſfes me; but I will touch 
his heart or never be his wife. len 
Rack. Abſurd and romantic. If you have no 
reaſon to believe his heart pre- engag'd, be fatisfied ; 
if he is a man of honour, you'll . nothing to 
complain of. | * * | 
Let. Nothing to complain of! heavens ! ſhall I 
marry the man I adore, with ſuch an expectation as 
that? | | 0 I 
Rack. And when you have' fretted yourſelf pale, 
my dear, you will have mended your expectations 
greatly. z, 
Let. [| pauſing] Vet I have one hope; if there is 
any power whole peculiar care is faithful love, that 
power I invoke to aid me. 


Enter Hardy. 


Hard. Well, was I not right? ay Letty, ay, cou- 

fin Rackit, was not I right, I knew t'would be 1o ? 
be was all agog to ſee her, before he went abroad, 
and if he had, he'd have thought no more of her 
face, than may be of his own. 

Rack. Nay be not half ſo much. 

Hard, Aye, may be ſo; but I ſee into things 
exactly, as I foreſaw to-day, he fell deſperately in 
love with the wench ; he, he, he. | 

Let. Indeed, fir ! How did you perceive it? 

Hard. That's a pretty queſtion! how do I per- 
ceive every thing? How did I foreſee the fall of 
corr, and the riſe of taxes? how did I know that 
if w: quarrell'd with America, Norway deals 
would be dear? how did I foretel that a war world 
ſink the funds? how did I forewarn parſon Homily, 
that f he did not ſome way or other contrive to get 

FIR b more 
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more votes than Rubrick, hed loſe the leQureſhip ? 
how did I—but what the devil makes you ſo dull 
Lettitia, I thought to have found you popping 
about as briſk as the Jacks of youggHarplichord ? 

Let. Sure, Sir, *tis a very ſerious occaſton. . , 

Hard. Pho, pho, girls ſhould never be grave! ? + 
before marriage; how did you feel, couſin, before 
hand—aye ? | 

Rack. Feel, why exceedingly full of cares. 

Hard. Did you ? 

Nac l. I could not ſleep for thinking of my coach, 
my liveries,, and my chairmen ; the taſte of cloaths 
I ſhould be preſented in, diſtracted me for a week; 
and whither I ſhould be married in white or Jay- 
lock, gave me the moſt cruel anxiety. 

Let. And is it poſſible you felt no other care? 

Hard. And pray of what fort may your cares be, 
Mrs. Lettitia ? -T begin to foreſee now, that you 
have taken a diſſike to Doricourt. 

- Let. Indeed, fir, I have not. 

Hard. Then what's all this melancholy about? 
a'nt you going to be married, and. what's more, to a 
ſenſible man, and what's more to a young girl, 
a handſome man, and what's all this melancholy 
for, I day? 

Rack. Why, becauſe he's e and ſenſible; > 
and becauſe ſhe's over head and ears in love with 
him, all which it ſcems your foreknowiedge had 
not told you a word of. 5 

Let. Fie, Caroline. : 

Hard. Well, come do you tell me what's. the 
matter then, if you dowt like him, hang the ſigning 
and ſealing, he ſhan't have you then; and yet J 
can't ſay that neither, for you know that elate has 
coſt his farher and me upwards of fourſcore thou- 
ſand pounds; muſt go all to him, if you won't have 
him; if he won't have you indeed, it will be all 
your's; all that's clearly engroſs d upon paz chment; 
and the poor dear man, ſet his hand to it while he 
was dying; ah, ſaid I, 2 foreſee "ora never "_ 

3 3 
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ſee them come together; but their firſt ſon ſhall be 
chriften'd Jeremiah after you, that I promiſe you 
but come I ſay what is the matter, you don't like 
him ? 

Let. I fear, fir, T I muſt ſpeak, I fear 1 was leſs 
agreeable in Mr. Doricourt's eyes, than he appear'd 
in mine. 

Hard. There you are miſtaken ; for I afk'd him, 
and he told me he lik'd you vaſtly; don't you think 
he muſt have taken a fancy to her, couſin ? 

Rank, Why, really I think ſo, as I was not by. 

Let. My dear ſir, I am convinc'd he bas not, 
but it — is a ſpirit or invention in woman he 
ſhall. 

Hard. Right girl; to your toilet. 

Let. It is not my toilet that can ſerve me, but a 
plan has ſtruck me, if you will not oppoſe it, which 
flatters me with brilliant ſucceſs, 

Hard. Oppoſe it, not I indeed; what is it ? 

Let. Why, fir, it may ſeem a little paradoxical 
but, as he does not like me enough, I want him to 
like me ſtill leſs, and will, at our next interview, en- 
deavour to heighten his indifference into diſlike. 

Hard. Who the devil could have foreſeen that ? 

Rack. Heaven and earth, Lettitia! are you ſeri- 
1 

Let. As ſerious as the moſt i important buſineſs o 
my life demands. 

Rack. Why endeavour to make him diſlik® you ? 

Let. Becauſe it is much eaſier to convert a ſenti- 
ment into its oppoſite, than to transform indiffer- 
ence into a tender paſſion. 

Rack. That may be good philoſophy, but I am 
afraid you'll find it a bad maxim. 

Let. J have the ſtrongeſt confidence in it; I am 
inſpir'd with unuſual ſpirits, and on this hazard 
willingly ſtake my chance for happineſs ; I am im- 
patient to begin my meaſures. Cexit Let. 

1 Can you re the end of this, _—_ N 

&. 
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Rack. No, fir, nothing Jeſs than your penetration 
can da that, I'm ſure ; and I cau't ſtay now to conſi- 
der it; lam going to call upon the Ogles, and then 
to lady Frances Ll ceuckwocd's, and then to an anc- 
tion, and then—TI don't know where; but I ſhall 
be at home time encugh to witneſs this extraordi- 

Dary interview 2004 bye. 

Hard. Well, *tis an odd thing, I can't underſland 
it; but I ſorcſce Letty will have her way, and 
ſo I ſhan't give myſelf the trouble to diſpute it. 


End of the Firſt Act. 
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1 6 
Sir George Touchwood's [7oufe, 


Enter Dericourt and Sir George. 


Hor. M RRIE DI Ha, ha. Vou whom I 
heard in Paris ſay ſuch things of the ſex, are in 
London a married man. " | 

Sir Geo. The ſex is fill what it has ever been, 
ſince faſhionable ſollies baniſhed ſubſtantial virtues ; 
and rather than have given my narae to one of your 
high bred faſhionable dames, I'd-bave croſsd the 
line in a fireſhip, and married a Japaneſe. b 

Der. Yet, you have married an- Englith beauty! 
yea, a beauty born in high lite ! 

Sir Geo. True, but ſhe has a ſimplicity of heart 
and manners that wouid have become the fair He- 
brew darnſels, toaſted by the Patriarchs ; and de- 
ſpiſes high life ſo much, from the ideas I have given 
her, that ſhe'll live in it like a ſalamander in fire. 

Dor. Oh, that the circle dans la place victoire, 
cou d witneſs thy extravagance. I'II ferd thee of 

10 
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to St. Evreux this night, drawn at full length, and 
colour'd after nature. 

Sir Geo. Tell him then to add to the ridicule, 
that Touchwood glories in the name of huſband ; 
that he has found in one Engliſh woman, more 
beauty than Frenchmen ever ſaw; and more good- 
neis than Frenchmen can conceive. 

Dor. Well, enough of deſcription, introduce me 
to this Phoenix ; I come on purpoſe. 

Sir Geo. Introduce ! Oh! aye, to be ſure, I be- 
lie ve lady Frances is engaged juſt now; but an- 
other time. How handſome the dog looks to-day. 

* | Lide. 

Dor. Another time; but I have no other time; 
death, this is the only hour I can command this 
fortnight. | 

Sir Geo. (Afide.) JI am glad to hear it with all 
my ſoul; ſo then you can't dine with us to-day ; 
that s very unlucky ? | 

Dor. Oh! yes, as to dinner; yes I can, I be- 
Heve, contrive to dine with you to-day. 

Sir Geo. Pſha! I did'nt think on what I was 
ſaying ; I mean't ſupper. You can't ſup with us. 

Dor. Why, ſupper will be rather more conve- 

nient than dinner ; but you are fortunate; if you 
| had aik'd me any other night, I cou'd not have 
come. | | | 

Sir Geo. You are ſo quick; it was not for to- 
night I aik'd you; to-morrow night. 

Dor. Why, look you, Sir George, it is very plain, 
you have no inclination to let me ſee your wife at 
all; ſo here I fit, (te on a ſopha) there's my vat, 
and here are my legs; now ſhan't tir till I have 
ſeen her, and I have no engagements ; I'll break- 
faſt, dine, and ſup with you every day this week. 

Sir Geo. Was there ever ſuch a provoking 
wretch ? But to be plain as you, Doricourt, I and 
my houſe are at your ſervice ; but you are a damn'd 
agreeable fellow; ten years younger than IT am, and 
the wornen, 1 objerve, always ſimper when you ap- 

pear z 
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pear; for this reaſon, I had rather, when lady 
Frances and I are together, that you ſhou'd forget 
that we are acquainted, Aber chan a nod, a ſmile, 
or a how d'ye. | 

Dor. Very well. 

Sir Geo. It is not merely ; yourſelf {fits on the' 5 
tee) in propria perſona, that 1 object to; but if 
you are intimate here, you'll make my houſe Rill 
more the faſhion than it is, and it is already 10 
much ſo, that my doors are of no uſe to me, I 
married lady Frances to engroſs her to myſelf; yet 
ſuch is the bleſſed freedom of modern manners, 
that in ſprght of me, her eyes, thoughts, and con- 
verſation, are continually divided amongſt all the 
flirts and coxcombs of faſhion. [ riſes. 

Der. 'To be ſure, I confeſs that kind of freedom 
is carried rather too far; 'tis hard one can't have a 
jewel in ones cabinet, but the wholerown mutt be 
gratificd with its luſtre. He ſhawt preach me out 
of ſeeing his wiſe, tho gad I cawt ſtay above five 
miantes. (afde.) 

Sir George, Well now, that's reaſonable; when 
you take time to reflect, Doricourt, I always obierve 
you decide right, and therefore I hope 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my lady deſires — _ - 

"0 Geo, Pm particularly engag'd. 

- Der. Ob, lord! that ſhall be no excuſe in the 
wo rid, (/caping frem the ſip a) lead the way, John. 
| [ Exat, following the ſervant, 

Sir Geo, What devil poſteſs'd me to talk about 
der? Here, Doricourt, F Runzing aſier him. 
Eater Mrs. Racket and M. Ogle, foliuwed by a 

fervant, © 

tre. Rack, Acquaint your lady that Mrs. Racket 

and Miſs Ogle are here. | [ Ext*ſcervant, 

Miſs Ogte. I thall hardly know ha Frances, "tis 
ſo long ſince I was in Sbropfhire. 

Mr. Rack. And I'll be ſworn, you never ſaw Ds 
out of -Shroptkire, Her ſather Joe: her lock'd. 70 
Toh. wit 
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with his caterpillars and fhells, and lov'd her beyond 
any thing, but a blue butterfly, and a petrefied 


fro 

| Ir, ifs Ogle. Ha, ha! well, 'twas a cheap way of 
breeding her; you know he was very poor, tho“ a 
lord of high ſpirit; tho' a virtuoſo in town, her 
pantheons, operas, and robes de ceur, wou'd have 
ſwallowed his fea weeds, moths, and monſters, in 
fix weeks. Sir George, I find, thinks his wife a 
molt extraordinary creature; he has taught her to 
deſpiſe every thing like faſhionable life, and boaſts 
that example will have no effect on her. 

Mrs. Rack. There's a great degree of imperes- 
nence in all that; Pll try to make her a fine lady, 
to humble him. - 

M.. Ogle, That's juſt the thing I wiſhed. 
Enter lady Frances. 

Lad. Fran. I beg ten thouſand pardons, my 
dear Mrs. Racket; Miis Ogle I rejoice to ſee you. 
(gelte in the middle) I thould have come to you ſooner, 
but I was detained in converſation by Mr. Dori- 
court. 

Mrs. Rack. Pray make no apology ; I'm quite 
happy that we have your ladyſhip in town at laſt, 
What ſtay do you make? 

Lady Fran. A ſhort one; Sir George talks with 
regret of the ſcenes we have left, and as the cere- 
mony of Denman is over, will, I believe, ſoon re- 
turn. 

Miſs Ogle. Sure he can't be ſo cruel ; does your 

. p wiſh to return ſo ſoon? 

 - Lady Fran. I have not the habit of conſulting 
my own wiſhes ; but I think if they decide, we thall 

not return immediately ; I have yet hardly torm'd 

an idea of London. 

. Mrs. Rack. I ſhall quarrel with your lord and 

maſter if he dares think of depriving us of you ſo 

ſoon. How do you diſpoſe of yourſelf to-day ? 

Lady Fran, Sir George is going with me this 
morning to the mercer's to chuſe a and ae 

1 . 
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Mrs. Rack. Chaſe a filk for you! ha, ha, ha! 
Sir George chuſes your Iaces too, I hope, your 
gloves, and your pincuſhions! 

Z. ady Fran. Madam! 

Mrs. Rark. I'm glad to ſee you bluſh, my dear 
lady Frances; theſe are ſtrange homeſpun ways; if 
you do theſe ſort of things, pray keep 'em ſecret 
Lord bleſs us, if the town ſhou'd know your huſ- 
band chuſes your gowns ! * 

Miſs Ogle. You are very young, my lady, and have 
been brought up in ſolitude; the maxims you learnt 
among the wood nymphs in Shropfhire won't pals 
current here, I aſſure you. 

Mrs. Rack. Why my dear creature you look quite 
frightened. Come, you ſhall go with us to an ex- 
Hibition and an auction; afterwards we'll take a 
turn in the Park, and then drive to Kenſington 3 
o we thall be at home by four to dreſs, and in the 
evening I'll attend you to the Pantheon. 

Lady Fran. I fhall be very happy to be of -your 
party, if Sir George has no engagements. 

Mrs. Rack. What do you ſtand ſo low in your 
own opinion, that you dare not truſt yourſelf with- 
out Sir George ? if zou chuſe to play Darby and 
Joan, my dear, you thou'd have ſtaid in the coun- 
try. 'Tis an exhibition not calculated for London, 
I aſſure you. 

Aifs Ogle. What, IT ſuppoſe my lady you and Sir 
_ George will be ſeen pacing it comfoxtahly round 
the Canal, arm and arm, and then go lovingly 
into the ſame carriage, dine tete-a-tcte, ſpend the 
rau at picquet, and ſo go ſoberly to bed at 
eleven? Such a ſnug plan may do for an attorney 
and his wife; but for lady Frances 'Touchwood, 
*tis as unſuitable as linſey-woltey, or a bonnet, in 
the rooms at Bath. 

Lady Fran. Theſe are rather new dodrinky to 
me; but m 7 dear Mrs. Racket, you and Miſs Ogle 
2 rault judge of theſe things better than I can. As 


you 
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you obſerve, I am but young, and may. have 


caught abus'd opinions. Here is Sir George. 
Enter Sir George. 

Sir Geo. (afide ) *Sdeath, another room full. 

Lady Fran. My love, Mrs. Racket and Miſs Ogle. 

Mrs. Rack. Give you joy, Sir George; ; we came 
to rob you of lady Frances for a few hours. 

Sir Geo. A few hours! 

Lady Fran. Oh yes, I'm going to an exhibition, 
and an auction, and the Park, and Kenſington, and 
a thouſand places. It is quite ridiculous, I find, 
for married people to be always together; we 
Thow'd be langh'd at. 

Sir Geo, I'm aſtonith'd ! Mrs. Racket! what does 
the dear creature mean ? 

Mrs. Rack. Mean, Sir George; what fhe ſays, I 
imagine. 

Miſs Ogle, Why, you know, Sir George, as lady 
Frances had the misfortune to be bred entirely in 
the country, ſhe cannot be ſuppoſed to be verſed in 
faſhionable life, 

Sir Geo. No; heaven forbid ſhe ſhou'd; if ſhe 
had, Madam, the wou'd never have been my wife. 

Mere. Rack. Are you ſerious ? 

Sir Geo. Perfectly fo. I ſhou'd never have hadthe 
courage to have married a well bred fine lady. 

AI Ogle. Pray, Sir, what do you take a fine lady 
to be, that you expreſs ſuch a fear of her? | 

L /neeringly. 

„Sir Geo. A being eaſily deſcribed, LEO as 
ſhe is ſeen every where but in her own houſe; ſhe 
ſleeps at home, but ſhe lives all over the town. In 
her mind every ſentiment gives place to the luſt of 
conqueſt, and the vanity of being particular ; the 
fe:lings of wife and mother, are loſt in the whirl 
of diffipation ; if ſhe continues virtuous ?tis by 
chance and if ſhe preſerves her huſband ſrom-ruin, 
"tis by her dexterity at the card-table. Such a wo- 
man I take to be a perfect fine lady. — : 
| — | . 
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Mrs. Rack. And you I take to be an ill- patured, 


fanderous cynic, of two and thirty. Twenty years 
bence one might have forgiven ſuch a libel. Now 
hear my definition of a fine lady. — She is a creature 
for whom nature has done much, and education 
more z the has taſte, elegance, ſpirit, underſtand- 
ing; - in her manners ſhe is free, in her morals 
nice; her behaviour is undiſtenguithingly polite to her 
huſband and all mankind ; her ſentiments are for 
the hours of retirement; in a word, a fine lady is 
the life of converſation, the ſpirit of ſociety, the 
joy of the public; pleaſure follows wherever ſhe 
appears, and the kindeſt wiſhes attend her ſlumbers. 
Make haſte, then, my dear lady Frances, commence 
hae lady, and force your huſband to acknowledge 
the juſtneſs of my picture. | 

Lady Fran. I am ſure 'tis a delightful one (to 
Sir George) How can you diſlike it, Sir George? 
You painted faſhionable life in colours ſo diſguſting, 
that I thought I hated it; but on a nearer view, it 
ſeems charming; TI have lutherto liv'd in obſcurity ; 
*Us time that I ſhould be a woman of the world; 
I long to begin; my heart pants with expectation 
and delight. 

Ars. Rack. Come, then, let us begin directly; 
I'm impatient to introduce you to that ſociety 
which you were born to ornament and charm. 

Lady Fran. Adieu, my love, we ſhall meet again 
at dinner. [.gving- 

Sir Geo. Sure I am in a dream, Fanny! 

Lady Fran. (returning) Sir George! 

Sir Geo. Will you go without me ? 

Mrs. Rack. Will you go without me! (mimicking) 
ha, ha, ha! what a pathetic addreſs! Why ſure 
yeu wou'd not always be ſeen fide by ſide, like two 
beans upon a ſtalk. Are you afraid to truſt _ | 
Frances with me, Sir ? 

Sir Geo. Heaven and earth! with whom can a 
man truſt his wife in the preſent ſtate of ſociety. 
Formerly there were diſtinctions of charad ers 

6 | D amongſt 
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amongſt ye; every claſs of females had its partie u 
lar deſcription ; grand-mothers were pious, aunts 
were diſcreet, old maids cenſorious ; but now, 
aunts, grand-mothers, girls, and maiden gentle- 
women are all the ſame creature ; a wrinkle more or 
leſs is the ſole difference between you. 

Mrs. Rack. That maiden gentlewomen have Joſt 
their cenſoriouſneſs, is ſurely not in your catalogue 
of grievances. 

Sir Geo. Indeed it is, and rank'd amongſt the 
moſt ſerious grievances; things went well, madam, 
when the tongues of three or four old virgins 
kept all the wives and daughters of a pariſh in awe. 
They were the dragons that guarded the Heſperian 
fruit, and I wonder they have not been obliged 
by act of parhament to reſume their function. 

Ars. Rack. Ha, ha, ha! and penſioned, i ſup- 

poſe, for making ſtrict enquiries into the lives and 
converſations of their neighbours. 
Sir Geo. Wich all my heart; and empower'd to 
oblige every woman to conform her conduct to ; 
her real ſituation. You, for inſtance, are a widow; 
your air ſhou'd be ſedate, your dreſs grave, your. 
deportment matronly, and in all things an exam- 
ple to the young women grown up about you: in- 
ſtead of which you are dreſſed for conqueſt, think 
of nothing but enſnaring hearts; are a coquet, a 4 
wit, and a fine lady! 

Mrs. Rack. Bear witneſs to what he ſays! a co- 
quet! a wit! and a fine lady! who wou'd have 
expected an eulogy from ſuch an ill-natur'd mor- 
tal! valour to a ſoldier, wiſdom to a judge, or 
glory to a prince, is nut more than ſuch a charac- 
ter to a woman | 

»M-ſs Ogle. Sir George languiſhes for the charm- 
ſociety of a century and a half ago. 

| Sir Geo. And what is the fociety of which you 

| boaſt! a mere chaos, in which all diſtinction of 

| rank is loſt in the ſame ſelect party; you will of- 

ten lad. the wife: of a. biſhop. and a. ſharper, an 


earl 
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earl and a fidler; in ſhort 'tis one uniterſal maſ- 
querade, all diſguis'd in the ſame habit and man- 
ners ! 
Enter Flatter and Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Flatter. [Exit ſervant, 

Sir Geo. Here comes an illuſtration ; now I defy 
you to tell from his appearance, whether Flutter 
is a privy counſeller or a mercer, a lawyer, or a 
grocer's *prentice. 0 

Flut. Oh juſt what you pleaſe, Sir George, ſo 
you don't make me a lord mayor ; ah, Mrs. Racket ! 
lady Frances your moſt obedient, you look—now 
hang me if that's not provoking, had your gown 
been of another colour, I ſhould have ſaid the pre- 
tieſt thing you ever heard in your life. 

' Miſs Ogle. Pray give it us. — 

Flut. I was yeſterday at Mrs. Blomer's; ſne was 
dreſs'd all in green; no other colour to be ſeen, but 
that of her face and boſom; ſo, ſays I, my dear Mrs. 
Bloomer, you look like a carnation juſt burſting 
from its pod! b 

Sir Geo. And what ſaid her huſband? 

_ Flut. Her huſband! why her huſband laugh'd, 
and ſaid a cucumber would have been a happier 
fimily. 8 | 

Sir Geo. But there are huſbands, Sir, who wou'd 
rather have corrected than amended your compari- 
ſon ; I, for inſtance, ſhou'd conſider a man's compli- 
menting my wife as an impertinence. v9 

Flut. Why what harm can there be in compl'- 
ments? Sure they are not infectious; and if they 
were, you, Sir George, of all people breathing, 
| have reaſon to be ſatish'd with your lady's attach- 
ment. Every body talks of it; that little bird 
there, that ſhe killed out of jealouſy : the moſt ex- 
traordinary inſtance of affection that ever was given. 

Lady Fran. I kill a bird thro* jealouſy! Hea- 
vens! Mr. Flutter, how can you impute ſuch a cru- 
elty to me? i | . 

Sir Geo. I cou'd have forgiven you if you had. 
N D 2 Flit. 
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Flut. Oh what a blundering fool; no, no, now 
L remember, *twas your bird, lady Frances; that's 
it, your bullfinch, which Sir George, in one of the 
refinements of his paſſion, ſent into the wide world 
to ſeek its fortune; he took it for a knight in diſ- 
guiſe. | | - | 

Lady Fran. Is it poſſible! oh! Sir George! (goes 
to him) cou'd I have imagined it was you who de- 
priv'd me of a creature I was ſo fond of ! 

Sir Geo. Mr. Flutter, you are done of thoſe bufy, 
idle, meddling people, who from mere vacuity of 
mind, are the moſt dangerous inmates of a family; 
you have neither feelings nor opinions of your own, 
but, like a glaſs in a tavern, bear about thoſe of 
every blockhead who gives you his ; and becauſe 
you mean no harm, think yourſelves excus'd, tho! 
broken friendſhip, diſcords, and murders, are the 
conſequence of your indiſcretions. 

Flut. (iaking out tableis) Vacuity of mind; what 
was next, I'll write down this ſermon ; 'tis the firſt 
J have heard ſince my grandmother's funeral. 

Miſs Ogle. Come, lady Frances, you fee what a 
_ cruel creature your loving huſband can be, ſo let us 
leave him. . 

Sir Geo. Madam, lady Frances ſhall not go. 

Lady Fran. Shall not, Sir George! This is the 
firſt time ſuch an expreſhon— [ weeping. 

Sir Geo. My love! my life! | 

Lady Fran. Don't imagine I'll be treated like a 
baby! denied what I wiſh, and pacified with ſweet 
words. 
Miß Ogle. (apart) The bullfinch! that's an ex- 
cellent ſabje&, never let it down. 

Lach Fran. I ſee plainly you wou'd deprive me 
of every pleaſure, as well as of my ſweet bird, 
out of pure love—barbarous man! 

Sir Geo. Tis well, Madam; your reſentment of 
that circumſtance proves to me what I did not be- 
fore ſuſpect; that you are deficient both in tender-. 
neſs and underſtanding. Tremble to FR the 
3 | our 
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ene, I proteſt ; if we don't fly to Kenſington we 
ſhan't find a ſoul there. 

Lady Fran, Pray, Mrs. Racket, don't this gen- 
tleman go with us? 

Court. Certainly, madam, your permiſſion ives 
me ſuperlative happineſs. (Exit the ladies) Fade 
Touchwood, with a vengeance; but your reſerv'd 
women, like ice, egad, no ſooner begin to ſoften, 
than they melt, Exit. 


End of the Second AR. 


DFP ̃²˙—“Äũ cpm che ><) 


A CI Hl SCENE I. 


An Apparemert at Hardy's. 


Fater Lettitia and Mrs. Racket. 


Mrs. Rack. C O ME, prepare, prepare, your 
lover is coming. 

Let. My lover! confeſs now, that my abſence at 
dinner was a ſevere mortification to him. 

Mrs, Rack, I can't abſolutely fwear it ſpoil'd his 
appetite ; he eat as if he was hungry, and drank 
his wine as tho? he lik'd it. 

Let. What was the apology? 

Mrs. Rach. That you were ill; but J gave him 
a hint that your extreme balkſuluets cou d not ſup- 
port his eye. 

Lets K comprebend Kin; awkwardneſs and 
baſhfulneſs are the leuſt faults he can pardon in a 
woman; ſo expect to tee me transformed, into the 
verieſt Miſs Mawkin, 

Hrs. Rack. You perſevere then? 

Let, Certainly ;* I know the defign is a raſh one, 
* and the event important ; ; it either makes Doricourt 
mine, 
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mine, by all the tendereſt ties of paſſi jon, or dgprives 
me of him for ever; and never to be his wite, will 
_ me leſs, than to be his wife and not to be 
ov 

Mer. Rack. So you won't truſt to the good old 
maxim, 1% marry firſt, and love will follow ?” 

Let. As ready as I would ſtake my laſt guinea, 
that good fortune might follow. The woman who 
has not touch'd the heart of a man before he leads 
her to the aitar, has ſcarcely a chance to charm it, 
when poſſeſſion and ſecurity turn their powerful 
arms againſt her; but here he comes.—Pll diſap- 
pear-for a moment.—Don't ſpare me. [Extt. 


Enter Doricourt, not ſeeing Mrs. Racket. 


Dor. So this is my miſtreſs, I preſume 3 Ma Foi, 
the painter, has hit her off; the down-caft eye, the 
bluſhing check, timid, apprehenſive, baſhful; a 
tear and a pray'r book, wou'd have made her La 
Belle Magdalina. 

Give me a woman, in whoſe touching mein, 

A mind, a ſoul, a poliſh'd art is ſeen; 

Whoſe motion ſpeaks, whoſe poignant air can move; 
Such are the darts, to wound with endleſs love. 
Mrs. Rack. Is that an impromptu ? 

Dor, Ma'm, (Harting) finely caught! (afide) not 
abſolutely ; ſtruck me during the deſert, as a motta 
for your picture. 

Mrs. Rack, Gallantly turn'd! I perceive 1 
ever, Miſs Hardy's charms has made no violent 
impreſſion on you, and who can wonder, the poor 
girl's. defects are ſo obvious? | 

Dor. Defects! - 

Mrs. Rack. Merely thoſe of education ; her fa- 
ther's indulgence ruin'd her; ; mauvaiſe hoate, con- 
ceit and 1 ignorance all unite in che lady you are to 

marr 

7 Ther Marry ! I marry ſuch a woman ; your pic- 
ture, J hope, is overcharg”d ; I marry mauvaiſe 
honte! pertneſs and ignorance l. 1 

ris 
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Mrs. Rack. Thank your ſtars, that aaknch and: 
ill-temper are not added to the liſt; you muit think 
her handſome. 

Dor. Half her perſonal beauties wou'd content 
me; but cou'd the Medician Venus be animated for 
me, and endow'd with a vulgar ſcul, I ſhou'd be- 
come the itatue, and my heart t transform to mar- 
ble. 

Ars. Rach. Bleis us; we are in a hey ful way 
then. 

Dor. There muſt be ſome _envy in this; ſhe's a. 
coquet, (afide) ha, ha, ha! and you imagine I'm 
perſuaded of the truth of your character? ha, ha! 
Miſs Hardy, I've been aſſur'd, madam, is elegant 
and accompliſh” d; but one muit allow for a lady's 
Painting. 

Mrs. Rack. I'll be even with him for that, aff de) 
ha, ha, ha! and ſo you have found me out? well, 1 
proteſt I mean't no harm; "wwas only to encreaſe 
the eclat of her appearance, that IL throw a veil 
over her charms. Here comes the lady; her ele- 
cance and acoompliſhments will announce them- 
iclves. 


Euter Lettitia, running. 


Let. Laws, Couſin, do you know that our John 
ch! dear heart! I did'nt fee you, Sir 
[ Hanging down ler head, and dropping lebind 
Mrs. Racket, 

Mee. Rack. Fy, Lettitia ; Mr. Doricourt thinks 
you a woman of elegant manners ;. ſtand forward, 
and confirm his opinion. 

Let. No, no! keep before me; he's my ſweet- 
heart, and *ts impudent to look one's ſweetheart in 
the face, you know, 

Mrs. Rack. You'll allow, in e for a lady's 
painting, Sir, ha, ha! 

Dor. I'm aſtoniſh'd! 

Let. Well, hang it, Pl take heart; why he is but 


a man, you Rr, "couſin, and P Il let him ſee, I was 
not 
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not born in a wood to be ſcar d by an owl ; (half a 
„ Vance, and looks at him thro her fingers) he, 


he, „ ger up to him, and males a very [tiff formal 
cure, „ have been a great traveller, Sir, I 
hear ! 

Der. :+© madam. 

Lat. u 1 with you'd tell us about the fine 


fights y. aw when you went over fea, I have 
read ia a ck, that there's ſome countries where the 
men aud women are all horſes! did you ſee any of 
then ? ; ; 

Ir. Rick. Mr. Dortcourt is not prepared, my 
dear, for thele enquiries ; he is reflecting on the im- 
portance of the queſtion, and will anſwer you when 
he can. 

Let. When he can? why he's as Now in ſpeech as 
aunt Margery, when ſhe's reading Thomas Aqui- 
nas, an itands gaping like -Mumchance. 

Mr. Nac. Have a little diſcretion. 

Let. Told your tongue; ſure I may fay what I 
pleaſe before lam warried, if I can't aſterwards; 
do you think a body don't know how to talk to a 
ſweet-heart z he is not the firſt I never had. 

Dor. Indeed! 

Let. He ſpeaks— {aſide ) why not; if you muſt 
know, there was the curate at home, when papa 
was A hunting, he us'd to come a ſuitoring, and 
make ſpceches to me out of books: nobody knows 
what, a mort of fine things he us'd to ſay to me, 
and call'd me Venus! and Juba! and Dinah ! 

Dor. And pray, fair lady, how did you anſwer 
hirs ? 

Let. W. ny, J us'd to ſay, look you, Mr. Curate, 
dom tk to come over me with your flim-flams, 
for 2 5-*t2r man than ever trod in your ſhoes is com- 
ing cover fea to marry me; but I fegs, I begin 
to think 1 was cat; parſon Dobbin' s was the ſpright- 
fuller man ot "the two. 

Der. Surciyz, this cannot be Miſs Hardy! 1 

| ST | ef, 
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Let. Laws, why don't you know me? You faw, . 
me to-day, but I was daunted before my father and 
the lawyer, and all them, and did not care to ſpeak, 
out; ſo may be you thought I could not, but I can 
talk as faſt as any body, when I knows folks a lit- 
tle: and now I've ſhewn my parts, J hope Wen 
like me better. | . 


Enter Mr. Hardy. 


Mr. Hardy. JI foreſee this won't do, Mr. Dori- 
court! may be you take my daughter for a fool, but 
you are miſtaken; ſhe's as ſenſible a girl as any in 
England. | 

1 Jam convinc'd ſhe has a very uncommon 
underſtanding, Sir. I did not think he'd been ſuch 
an als. (de.) | 

Let. My father will undo the whole; / aſide F | 
laws, papa, how can you think he can take me for 
a fool, when every body knows I beat the potecary 
at nun laſt Chiriſtmas time; an didn't I 
make a firing of names all in riddles for the lady's. 
diary. There was a little river and a great houſe, 
that was Newcaſtle ; there was what a lamb ſays, 
and three letters—that was ba! and ker, Baker! 

Hardy. Ba! zouns! you'll make me mad in a mo- 
ment! I tell you, Sir, that for all this, fhc*'s devil- | 
iſh ſenſible ! {ek 

Dor. Sir, I give all poſſible credit to your aſſer- 
tions. {biting His nails.) 

Let. Laws, papa, do come along; if you ſtand 
watching, how can my ſweet-heart break his mind, 
and tell ms how he admires me ? 

Dor. That woy'd be difficult indeed, madam, | 

Jlardy. I tell you, Letty, I'll have no more of 
this; 1 ſee well enough 

Let. Laws, don't ſnub me belies my bufoans. 
that is to be; you'll teach him to ſnub me too; and 
believe, by his looks, he'd like to begin now, ſo 
let us go couſin; you may tell the gentleman What 
a genius 1 have; how I * cut watch · papers, work 

- Cat» 
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cat-gut, make quadril baſkets with pins, and take 
profiles in ſhades ; ay, as well as the lady at No. 62, 
South Mokon-ſtrect, Groſvenor- ſquare. 

[Exit, with Hardy pulling him. 

Are. Rack. What think you of my painting now? 

Dor. Oh! mere water colours, madam ! the lady 
has caricatur'd your picture ! 

Mrs. Rack. And how does ſhe ſtrike you on the 
whole? 

Dor. Like a good deſign, ſpoil'd by the incapacity 
of the artiſt ; her faults are evidently the retult of 
her father's weak indulgence ; I obſerv'd expreſſion 
im her eye, that ſeem'd to ſatiriſe the folly of her 
lips. | 

Mrs. Rack. But at her age, Sha education is 
fix'd, and manner becomes nature, hopes of im- 
Provement.— 

Dor. Wou'd be as rational, as hopes of gold 


from a jugler's crucible. 


Mrs. Rack. I'm pleas'd your misfortune ſits no 
heavier. 

Dor. Your pardon, madam : » fo 1 was 
the hour in which 1 was born, that misfortunes al- 
ways go plump to the bottom of my heart, like a 
pebble in water, and leave the ſurface unruffled; 1 
thall certainly ſet off for Bath, or the other world 
to-night ; but whether I thall uſe a chaiſe with four 
ſwift courſers, or go off in a tangent from the 
aperture of a piſtol, deſerves conſidecration! ſo 1 
make my adieus ! 

Art. Rach. Oh! but I entreat you poſtpene 
your journey till to-morrow, determine on which 
you wit ; you muſt be this night at the maſquerade. 

Dor. Maſquerade 

Ars. Rack. Why not; if you reſolye to viſit the 
other world, you may as well take one night s plea- 
ſure in this, you know. 

Dor. Faith, that's very true; ladies are the beſt 
unten, after all; expat me at the maſquerade, 

Exit. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Rack. He's a charming fellow; I think 
Lettitia ſhan't have him. [| going, 


Eater Hardy. 


Hardy. What! he's gone! 

Mrs. Rack. Ves; and I am glad he is, you 
wou'd have ruin'd us. Now I beg, my dear Mr. 
Hardy, you won't interfere in this buſineſs ; it is 
a little out of your way,  _ [ Exit. 

Hardy. Hang me if I don't; tho” I foreſee very 
clearly what will be the end of it if I leave you 
to yourſelves ; ſo I'll e'en follow him to the maſque- 
rade, and tell him all about it; let me ſee, what 
ſhall my dreſs be? A great Mogul ! no, A grena- 
dier! no; that I foreſee won't make a laugh. Hang 
me if I don't ſend to little Quick, he's about my 
make, and borrow his Jew Iſaac's dreſs; aye, that's 
it, IIl be cunning little Iſaac ; if they complain of 
my want of wit, III tell em the curs'd Duenna 
wears the breeches, and has ſpoil'd my parts. [ Exit. 


SCENE at Courtall's, 


Enter Courtall, Saville, and four others, from an 
apartment in the back ſcene ; the three Ia i. 


Court. You ſhan't go yet ; another catch and an- 
other bottle. | 4 

1// Gen, May I be a bottle, and an empty bottle, 
if you catch me at that; why I am going to the 
maſquerade, Jack; you know who I mean is to 
meet me, and we are to have a leap at the new 
luſtres. - | 

24 Gen, And I am going too; a Harlequin; am 
not I in a pretty pickle to make Harlequinade ?'and 
Toney here he's going in the diſguiſe of a gentle- 
man. | 

-1/f Gen, We are all very well diſguis d; ſo bid 

'em draw up, d'ye hear, [Emeunt three gentlemen. = 

$av, Thy ſcull, Courtall, is a lady's thimble; no, 
an cgglhell, 


© Court. 
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Court. Nay then, you are gone too; you never 


aſpire to miles, but in your cups. 


Sav. No, no, I'm ſteady enough; but the fumes 
of the wine paſs directly thro' the eggſhell, and 
leave thy brain xs cool as—lL am quite ſober; my 


miles fail me. | 


| Court, Then we'll fit down here, and have one 
ſober bottle. Wine and glaſſes, | 
Sau. I'll not ſwallow another drop; no, tho' the 
juice ſhou'd be the true Falernian. 
Court. By the bright eyes of her you love, you 
ſtall drink her health. a 
[They ſit, and ſervant brings winc, 
Sav. Ah! {ſitting down) her I lov'd is gone; 


fhe's married. 


Court. Then bleſs your ſtars, you're not her huſ- 
band ; I wou'd be huſband to no woman in Europe, 
that was not deviliſh rich and devilith ugly. 
Sav. Wherefore ugly ? | 
Court. Becauſe ſhe cou'd not have the conſcience 
to exact thoſe attentions that a pretty wife expects; 
or if the ſhou'd, her reſentments wou'd be perfectly 


eaſy to me; no one wou'd undertake to revenge her 
| 0 auſe. | | f 


Sav. Thou art a moſt licentious fellow. 

. Ceurt, I ſhou'd hate my own wife, that's certain; 
but I have a warm heart for thoſe of other people, 
and fo here's the prettieſt wife in England—lady 
Frances 'Touchwood, | : 

Sav, Lady Frances Touchwood! I riſe to drink 
her; (riſer) how the devil came lady Frances in 
your head? I never knew you give a woman of 
chaſtity before | 1 

Court. That's odd; for you {they /t) have heard - 
me give half the women of faſhion in England; 
but pray now, what do you take a woman of chaſ- 
tity to be ? 0 ſuceringly. 

Sav. Such a woman as lady Frances Touchwood, 


Fir. 


Court. 
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Court. Oh! you're grave, Sir; I remember yon 
was an adorer of her's; why did'nt you marry her? 
Sav. I had not the arrogance to look ſo high; 
had my fortune been worthy of her, the thou'd not 
have been ignorant of my admiration. 
Court, Precious fellow ! iat, I fuppoſe you 
wou'd not dare tell her now that you admire her? 
Sav. No! nor you! | 
Court. By the lord, I have told her ſo. 
Sav, Have impoſlible ! ! 
Court. Ha, ha! is it ſo? 
Sav. How did ſhe receive the declaration? 
Court. Why in the old way; bluſh'd and frown'd, 
and ſaid ſhe was married. 
1 Sav. What amazing things art thou capable of ? 
I could more eafily have taken the pope by the 
beard, than prophan'd her ears with ſuch a decla- 
ration! 

Court. Ha, ha, ha! I ſhall meet her at the Pan- 
theon to- night, where I thall repeat it; and ÞIl lay 
my lite, under a matk, ſhe ll hear it all without 
a bluſh or frown. 

Sav. * Tis falſe, Sir! the won't! [riſing ) 
Court. She will; (ries ) nay, I'd venture a good 
round ſum, that I prevail on her to go out with me! 
only to taſte the freſh air, I mean. 

Sav. Prepoſterous vanity! from this moment I 
ſuſpect, that half the victories you have boaſted are 
falſe and flanderons as your pretended influence 

with lady Frances. 

Court, Pretended! ha, ha, ha! how ſhou'd ſuch 
a fellow as you now, who never ſoar'd beyond 
the Cherry cheek'd daughter of a ploughman in 
Norfolk, judge of the influence of a man of my 
ftizure and habits. I could ſhew thee aliſt, in which 
there are names to ſhake thy taith in the hats fex; 
and to that li S I have no dcubt of adding the name 
oi lady ——— 


E 3 Sas. 
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Sav. Hold, Sir; my ears cannot bear the profa- 
nation; you cannot, dare not, approach her; tor 
ycur ſoul, you dare not mention love to her; her 
look wou'd freeze the word, while it lower'd on thy 
licentious lips. | 

Court. Well, well, we ſhall ſee; this evening, by 
Jupiter, the trial ſhall he made; it I fail, I fail. 

Sav. I think thou dareſt not; but my life, my 
honour, on her purity ! [ Zxit. 

Court. Hot-headed fool; but ſince he has brought 
it to this point, by gad, I'Il try what can be done 
with her ladyſhip; (mufing, rings d bell) ſhe's froſt 
work, and the prejudice of education yet ſtrong, 
ergo, paſſionate profeſſions, will only inflame her 
pride, and put her on her guard; for other arts 
then (enter ſervant } Dick, do you know any of 
the ſervants at Sir George Touchwood's ? 

Dick. Yes, Sir; I know the groom and one of 
the houſe-maids ; tor matter o'that, the's my own 
coufin, and *twas my mother that hoped her to the 


Court. Do you know lady Frances's maid ? 
Dick. I can't ſay, as how I know the. 

Court. Do you know Sir George's valet ? 

Bich. No, Sir; but Sally, is very thick with Mr. 
Gibſon, Sir George's gentleman. 

Court. Then go there directly; and employ Sally 
to diſcover, whether her malter goes to the Pan- 
theon this evening ; and if he does, the name of 
the ſhop that ſold his habit. 

Dick. Yes, Sir. | 

Court. Be exuct in your intelligence; and come 
to me at Boodle's. [Zait Dieb. ] If I can no 
otherwiſe ſucceed, I'll beguile her, as Jove did Alc- 
mena, in the ſhape of her huſband; the poſſeſſion 
I ſo fine a woman ; the triumph over Saville, are 
each a ſuſficient motive z and united they ſhall be 
re ſiſtleſs. [ Ext. 


SCENT. 
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8 C. E N E, a Strec. 


nter Saville. 


Sav. The air has recover'd me; what have J 
been doing? Perhaps my petulince, may be, the 
cauſe of her ruin, whoſe honcur I afferted; his 
vanity is piqued, and when women are cenccin'd, 
Courtall can be a villain. [nter Dick, paſjing bon 
heo/tily, and bowing. ] Hah! that's his ſcrvant; Dick. 

Dick. (returning Sir. 

Fav. Where are yon going, Dick? 

Dick, Going, Sir; I'm going, Sir, where my 
Taa(ter ſent me. 

Sav. Well anſwer'd ; but I have a very particu- 
lar reaſon tor my enquiry, and you muſt tell me, 

Dick. Why, then, Sir, I'm going to call upon a 
couſin of mine that lives at Sir George TJouchu cd's. 

Sav. Very well; there {yives mene you muſt 
make your couſin drink my Realch; what are you 
going about ? 

Dich. Why, Sir, I believe tis no Barm, or elſe. 
ways I'm ſure I would not blab; Pm cnly going 
to ax, if Sir George goes to the maſquerade to- 
night, and what dreſs he wears. . 

Fav. Enough ! now, Dick; if you'll call at my 
lodgings in your way back, and acquaint me with 
your coulin's intelligence, I'll double the trifle I 
have given you. 

Dick. Bleſs your honour ; I'Il call, never fear 
me. [ £1, 

Sav. Surely the occation may juſt; ſy the means; 
tis doubly my duty to be lady Frances's protector; 
Courtall, 1 ſee, is planning an artiul ſcheme; but 
Saville fall out plot him. Ext. 
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SCEN E Sir George Touchwoad's. 
Enter Sir George and Villers. 


Vil. For thame, Sir George! you have leſt lady 
Frances almoſt in tears; how can you afflict her? 

Sir Gro. Tis I that am allied; my dream of 
happineſs is over; lady Frances and I are diſunited. 
Vil. The devil! why 1 2 been in town but 
ten days; ſhe can have made no acquaintance for a 
Commons affair yet. | 

Sir Geo. Pho! as our minds that are diſunited ; 
ſhe no longer places her whole delight in me; ſhe 
has yielded herſelf up to the world. 

Vil. Yielded herſelf up to the world; why did'nt 
you bring her to town in a cage ! then the might 
have taken a pcep at the world? but what, aſter all, 
has the world done? A twelvemonth ſince you was 
the gayeſt fellow in it ; if any body aſk'd who drefles 
beſt ? Sir George Touchwood ! who is the moſt gal- 


lant man? Sir George 'Vouchwood ! who the moſt 


wedded to amuſement and diſſipation? Sir George 
Tauchweod! and now Sir George is metamor- 
phos'd into a four cenſor, and talks of faſhionable 
life with as much bitterneſs, as the old crabb'd 
fellow in Rome there. 
Sir Geo, The moment I became poſſeſs'd of ſuch 
a jewel as lady Frances, every thing wore a diſſer- 
ent complexion ; that ſociety in which I liv'd with 
ſo much eclat, became the object of my terror; and 
I think of the manners of polite life, as I do of the 
atmoſphere of a peſt-houſe. My wife is already in- 
feed; ihe was ſet upon this morning by maids, 
widows, and batchelors, who carried her off in tri- 
ump*®, in ſpite of my diſpleaſure. | 
Lil. Aye, to be ſure; there wou'd have been no 
triumph in the caſe, if you had not oppos'd it; but 
I have heard the whole ſtory from Mrs. Racket, 
and 
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and I afſure you, lady Frances did not enjoy the,- 
morning at all; ſhe wiſh'd tor you fifty times. 

Sir Geo. Indeed! are you ſure ot that ? 

Vil. Perſectly ſure, 

Sir Geo. I wilh 1 had known it; my uneaſineſs at 
dinner was occaſion'ꝗ by very different ideas. 

Vil. Here then ſhe comes, to receive your apo- 
Iogy; butif the is true woman, her diſpleaſure will 
rite in proportion to your contrition; and, 'till you 
grow careleſs about Her pardon, ſhe won't graut it; 

owever, I'll Izv: you; matrimonial duets are ſel - 
dom ſet in the ſtile 1 like, [Exits 


Enter Lady Frances. 


Sir Geo, The ſweet ſorrow that 3 in thoſe 
eyes, I cannot bear; n. her) look cheartully 
my love. 

Lady Fran. I cannot lack otherwiſe, if you are 
pleas' i with me, 

Sir Geo, Well, Fanny, to-day you made your 


_ eatrs in the faſhionable worly 4 an me honeſtly the 


impreſſioans you receiv'd. 
Lady Fran, Indeed, Sir George, I was ſo hurried 
from place to place, that I had not time to find out 


what my impreſſions were, 


Str Geo, That's the very ſpirit of the liſe you have 
choſen, 

Lady Tran. Every body about me feenvd happy 
but every body ſeem'd in a hurry bo be happy 
ſomewhere elle. 

Sir Geo, And you like this? 

| Laily Fran, One mull like, what the re$ cf the 


world bes. 


Sir Gea, Pernicious maxim | 

Ledy Fran, But my dear Sir George, you have 
not promis'. 1 to go with m2 to the n aiquerade ? 

Sir Geo, Twou'd be a ſhocking indeeorum to he 


ſeen de you know. 
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Lady Frau. Oh! no; I aſk'd Mrs. Racket, and 
ſhe told me we might be ſeen at the maſquerade to- 
gether, without being laugh'd at. | 

Sir Geo, Really! 

Lady Fran. Indeed, to tell you the truth, I 
cou'd with it was the faſhion for married people to 
be inſeparable; for I have more heart-felt ſatisfac · 
tion fifteen minutes with you at my ſide, than fif- 
teen days of amuſement cou'd give me without 
vou. * : 

Sir Geo, My fweet ereaturel how that confeſſion 
charms me; let us begin the faſhion. (embracing. 

Lady Fran, Oh, impoſlible | we ſhou'd not gain 
a a ſingle proſelite; and you can't conceive what 
ſpightful things wou'd be ſaid of us. At Kenſing- 
ton, to-day, a lady met us, whom we ſaw at court, 
when we were preſented ; ſhe lifted up her hands in 
amazement ; bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, to her companions, 
here's lady Frances, without Sir Hurlo Thrumbo ! 
my dear Mrs. Racket, think what an important 
charge you have ; for Heaven's ſake, take her home 
again, or ſome enchanter, or a flying dragon, will 
deſcend and carry her off. Oh | ſaid another, I 
dare ſwear, lady 4 has a clue to her heel, 
kke the peerleſz Roſamond ; her tender ſwain wou'd 
never have truſt'd her ſo far without ſuch a pre- 
caution. | | | 

Sir Geo. Heaven and earth | how ſhall jinnocence 
preſerve its laſtre, amidſt manners ſo corrupt? My 
dear Fanny, I feel a ſentiment for thee at this mo- 
ment, tenderer than love; more animated than paſ- 
fion, I cou'd weep over that purity, expos'd to 
the ſullying breath of faſhion and the ton; in whoſe 
Jatitudinary vortex, Chaſtity herſelf can ſcarce 
move unſpotted? | 


Enter Giblon, 
Sir Geo, How, now ? 


Gilſon, Your honour talk'd, I thought, fame» 
thing about going to the maſquerade ! 


Sir 


Sir 
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Sir Geo, Well? 

Guſen, Is nt — havnt your honour — I thought, 
perhaps your honour had forgot to order a drets. 

Lady #ran. Well conſidered, Gibſon ; come, will 
you be Jew, Turk, or Heretick; a Chineſe em- 
peror, or a ballad-ſinger, a rake, or a watchman ? 

Sir Geo. Oh, neither my love! I can't take the 
trouble to ſupport a character. 

Lady Fran. You'll wear a domino then; I ſaw a 
pink domino trimm'd with blue, at the ſhop where 1 
bought my habit; wou'd you like it? 

Sir Geo, Any thing! any thing! 

Lady Fran. Then go about it directly, Gibſen; 
a pink domino trimm'd with blue, and a hat of the 
fame; come, you have not feen my dreſs yet; it is 


- molt beautiful, I long to have it on. [Exeunt, 


Gibſon. A orb domino trimm'd with bluc, and 
2 hat of the ſame ; what the devil can it henity to 
Sally new, what his dreſs is to be? Sure the fut 


bas not made an aſugnation to mect her maſter. 
[ Extt. 


nd of the Third AR. 
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ACT FV. NE 


 Mafquerade, Pantheon. 


ATount, \ ' HO'LL buy my neſtrums? Who'll 
buy my noſtrums? 
1/2 Maſh, What are they ? (al! mojts come round.) 
þ 7 Different forts, and for different cuſtom- 
ers; heres a liquor for ladies, it ex pels the rage of 
gaming and gallantry ; here's a pill for members of 
parhament, good to teitle coniciences 3 here's an 


oY e-water tor jealous hutbands, it thickens the vi- 
\ . ; jual 
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foal membrane, thro' which they ſee too clearly ; 
here's a decoction ſor the clergy, it never fits eaſy, 
it- the patient has more than one living; here's a 
draught tor lawyers, a great promoter of modeſty; 
here's a powder for poets, twill rectify the fumes of 
an empty ſtomach, and make them dream of beef 
and pudding. 

I Maſe. Have you a noſtrum that can give pa- 
tience to young 3 whoſe uncles and ſathers are 
ſtout and hearty ? 

Mount. Ves; and I have an infuſion for credi- 
tors; it gives reſignation and humility, when fine 
gentlemen break thro' promiſes, or plead their pri- 
velege. 

i// Maſt. Come along; I'll find cuſtomers for 


your whole cargo. (al retire.) 
Enter Folly. 
2d Mae. Hey, Tom Fool; what buſineſs have 


vou here? 
Folly. What, Sir ! aTront a prince in his oven da- 
minious! 6 


Enter Doricourt, mecting a maſt. 


Dor. Ha, my lord! vons vice; I thought yOu 
had been engage at Weitminſter, on this import- 
ant night. 

Aajs. So I am; I flipt out, as ſoon as lord 
Trope got upon his legs; I can badanage here an 
hour or two, and be back before he is down; ; ther c's 

a fine figure, I'll addreſs her. 


Euter Lettitia. 


Maſt. Charity, fair lady! charity ſor a poor pil- 

grim ! 
Let. Charity ! if you mean my Prayers, heaven 
grant the loſt pilgri im 
Maſe. That bleſling wou'd do from a devotee 
from you I aſk other charities; ſuch charitics as 
beauty 
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beauty ſhould beſtow, ſoit looks, ſweet words, and 
kind wiſhes. 

Let. Alas! JI am bankrupt of theſe, and forc'd 
to turn beggar myſelt; there he is; how ſhall I 
catch his attention? 

ae. Will you grant me no favour? 

Let. Yes, one; I'll make you my partner, not 
kor life, but thro? the ſoft mazes ot a minuet; dare 
you dance ? 

Dor. Some ſpirit in that. 

Mat. That, lady, is againſt my vow ; but here 
is a man of the world. — 

( Lettitia takes out one of the maſks, and 4 a minuet.) 

Dor. Do you know her, my lord ? 

Maſs. No! ſuch a woman as that, would formerly 
be known in any diſguiſe, but beauty is now com- 
mon; Venus ſeems to have given her ceſtos to the 
whole ſex. 

Dor. (during the minuet) She dances divinely ! 
(r n it ends) ſomebody nuſt know ker! let ns en- 
quire who the is. Ei.. 


Enter Hardy, in the dreſs of Iſaac Mendoza, 


Ita Why is'nt it a ſhame, to ſee ſo many 
ny ba young fellows: maſquerading, and 
cutting capers here at home, inftead of makmg the 
Freach cut capers to the tune of cannon ; or {weat- 
ing the Spaniards wich an Engliſh fandango! 1 
forcfee the end of all this. (comes « down.) 

1/7 Maſt, Why, thou little teſty Iſrachte ; back 
o Duke's place, and preach your tribe into a fub- 
{cription for the good of the land, on whole mill: 
and honey you fatten; where are your: Joſnua's, and 
your Gideon's ? aye, what! all dwindled into ſtock- 
brokers, pedlars and ragmen ? 

Ilardy. No! not at all; ſome of us turn Chriſ- 
tians, and by degrees, grow into all the priviſedges 
ot Engliſhmen; ; in the ſecond generation, we are 
patriots, rebels, courtiers and huſbands. (potting 


bis bard to his foreh: rad.) 


ar 
4 
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Tus other maſts advance. 

2d Maſt. What, my little Ifaac, how the devil 
came you here? where's your old Margaret? 

Hardy. Oh! I have get rid of her. 

Maſh. How? | 

Hardy. Why, I perſuaded a young Iriſhman 
ſhe was a blooming plump beauty of ciglicen ; ſo 
they made an elopement, and ſhe is now the toalt 
of Tipperary! Ha, there's coutin Racket, and her 
party; they than't know me. | 

Nack.. Look at this dumplia Jew, he muſt be a 
Levite by his figure; you have ſurely pructis'd the 
fleſh-fork along while friend, to have rais'd that 
goodly preſence? | 

Hardy. About as long, my briſk widow, as you 

have been angling for a fecond huſband ; but my 
hook has been better baited than yours; you have 
only caught gudgeons, I ſce. 
Flut. This is one of the genuiſes they Bavo to 
entertain the company with their accidental fſal- 
lies; let me look at your commen-place-buok ; I 
want a few good things. 

Hardy. I'd oblige you, with all my heart, but 
you'll ſpoil them in repeating ; for nobody will 
believe they are your own. 

Sir Geo. He knows you, Flutter ; the little gen- 
tleman fancies himſelf a wit, I fee. 

Hardy. There's no depending upon what you 
ſee ; the eyes of the jealous are not to be truſted; 
look to your lady. 

Flut. He knows you, Sir George. 

Sir Geo. What, am I the town talk? (/. 

Hardy. I can neither ſee Doricourt nor Letty; 
I muſt find them out. (Hardy goes wp. ) 3 

Rack. Well, lady Frances, is not all this charm- 
ing? cou'd you have conceiv'd ſuch a brilliant at- 
ſembly of objects? 

Lady Fran. Delightful ! the days of enchart- 
ment are reſtor's ! the columns glow with ſaphires 

. and 
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2nd rubies! Emperors, fairies, beautics, and 
dwaris, meet at every ſtep ! 

Sir Geo. How, lively are firſt impreſſions on ſen- 
ible minds; in four hours vapidity and languor, 
will take place of that exquiſite ſenſe of joy, which 
Rutters your httle heart, : 

Rack, Wim an inhuman creature! Fate has not 
allow'd us the ſenſations, above ten times in our 
lives ; and wou'd you have us ſhorten them by an- 
ticipation ? 

Flut. Oh Lord! your 'wiſemen are the greateſt 
fools upon earth; they reaſon about their enjoy- 
ment, and analize their pleaſures, whilit the eſſence 
eſcapes; look, lady Frances, d'ye ſee that figure, 
ſtrutting in the dreſs of an emperor ? his ſather 
retails oranges in Botclph-lane, and his mother was 
the daughter of a tripe-ſeller ; that gypſey is a 
maid of honour, and that rag-man is a phyſician. 

Lady Fran. Why you know every body. 

Flut. Oh, every creature! a maſk is nothing 
at all to me; I can give you the hiſtory of half the 
people here ; in the next apartment there's a whole 
family, who, to my knowlege, have liv'd on cow-heels 
and water-creſſes this month, to make a figure here 
to-night ; but to make up for that, they'll cram. 
their pockets with cold ducks and chickens, for a 
carnival to-morrow. | | 

Lady Fran. Oh! I ſhould like to ſee this provi- 
dent family. - 

Flut. Honour me with your arm. 8 

[Exit Flutter and Lady France. 

Sir Geo, I was going to follow her, and now I 
dare not: how can I be ſuch a fool, to be govern'd 
by the fear of that ridicule which I diſpiſe? 

+ | [ Exit Sir George. 
Enter Saville, with a maſt, Babited like lady Frances. 

Saw. IJ have ſeen Courtall in Sir George's habit, 
tho' he endeavours to keep himſelf conceal'd: go 
and ſeat yourſelf in the tex-room, and on no ac- 

REDS CARES ; count 
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count diſcover Four | face. Remember / (to Kitty ) tha: 
the woman you perſonate is a woman of virtue, 
Kitiy. Tam airaid I ſhall find that a dient 
character; indeed 1 bebeve tis Teidom kept up 
thro? a whole maſquerade, 
Sav. Of that you can be no judge; follow my 
directions, and you ſhall be rewarded, Exit Kitty 


Emer Doricourt. 


Der. Ha, Saville! did your ſee a oy dance ju} 
now ? | 
Sav. No. 

Dor. Very odd no body knows ker. 

Sav. Where is Miſs Hardy? 

Dor. Cutting Web- faper s, and making connun- 
drums. 

Sav. What do you mean? 

Dor. Faith, I hardly know ; ſhe's not here how- 
ever, Mrs. Raoket tells men aſk'd no further. 

Sav. Your indifference ſeems encreas'd. 

Dor. Quite the reverſe, thirty-two degrees to- 
wards hatred. 

Sav. You are jeſting. 

Der. Then it muſt he with a very il grace, my 
dear Saville, for I never felt ſo ſeriouſly; do you 
know the creature is almoſt an ideot ? 

Sav. Who? 

Dor. An ideot! what the devil ſhall I do with 
| her? Vl feign myſelf mad, and then Hardy will 
propoſe to cancel the engagements. 

Sav. An excellent expedient; I muſt leave you; 
you are myſterious, and I can't ſtay to unravel you; 
I came here to watch over innocence and beauty. 

Dor. The guardian of innocence and beauty at 
three and twenty ! is there not a clo zen foot under 
that black gown, Savule ? 

Sav. No faith; Courtall is here on a moſt dete ſ- 
table deſign. I found means to get a knowledge 
of the bed 8 888 and have brought a girl 1 per- 

c onate 


* 
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nate her, whoſe reputation cannot be hurt; you 


| thall know the reſult to-morrow. Adieu! 


[Exit Saville. 

Dar. (muſing) Ves; I think that will do; I' 
feign myſelf mad; fee the doctor to pronounce 
me incurable; and when the parchments are de- 
Rtroy'd— 
| Enter Lettitia, and fings.. 


. 


Wake thou ſen of dulneſs woke, 

From thy drowſy ſenſes ſhake 

All the fpeils that care employs, 
beating mortals of their joys. 


Light wins*d ſpirits hither haſte, 
Flho prepar'd fer mortal taſic 
All the gifts that pleaſure ſends, 
£0” ry blifs that youth attends. 
Touch his feelings,. rouſe his ſoul, 
IWhilft the ſparkling moments roll; 
Did hin ware to nech delight, 
Crown'd the magic of the night, 


Dor. The ſame ſweet creature! Caffe.) 

Tet. You have choſen an odd fituation ſor ſtudy; 
ſaſuion and tate preſide: oa this ſpot; they throw 
their ſpells around you; ten thouſand delights ſpring 
up at their command; and you a ſtoick, a being ; 
without ſenſes, are wrapt in reflections! 

Dor. And you, the mot charming being in the 
world, awake me to admiration! did you come 
zrom the ſtars? _ , ; 

Zet. Yes; and 3 ſhall reaſcend in a moment. 

Der. Pray thew rac your face before you go. 

J.el. Beware of imprudent curioſity; it loſt Pa- 
radice. 395 : | 
Dor. Eve's curiofity was rais'd by the devil“ 

an angel tempts mine; ſo your alluſion f. 


point. 2 
; F 3 _— 


— 
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Let. But why would you ſee me face? 

Dor. To fall in love with it. 

Let. And what then? 

Dor. Why then; ay, curſe it; there's the rub. 
(Slide. 

Zet. Your miftreſs will be angry; but perhaps _ 

you have no miſtreſs ? 

Dor. Yes; anda ſweet one ſhe is. 

Let, What, is {he old ? 

Dor. No! 

Let. Ugly? 

Dor. No! 

Let. What then ? 

Dor. Pho! doz't talk about her; but ſhew me 


Jour face. 


Let. My vanity forbids it; 'twould frighten you! 

Dor, Impeflible | your ſhape is graceful; „our 
air bewitching; your boſom tranjparent ; and your 
chin would tempt me to kiſs it, if I did not ſce a 
pouting red lip above it that demands 

Let. You grow too free. 

Dor. Shew me your face then, only halt a glance. 

Let. Not for worlds! 

Dor. What, you will have a little gentle force. 
{attempts to ſeize her maſh. ) 

Let. J am gone for ever. [ Exit. 


Enter Flutter, Lady Frances in the middle, and Sa- 
ville, 


Lady Fran. How can you be thus intereſted for 


« ſtranger ? : : 25 
Fav. Goodneſs will ever intereſt; its home is 


heaven, on earth 'tis but a wanderer. Imprud ent 


lady, why have you left the fide of your natural 
protector? Where's your huſband? 
Lady Fran. Surely it can't be merely his habit! 


there's ſomething in him that awes me! 


Plat. Pho; *tis only his grey beard ; I know him, 
1c kept a lottory-office in Corn-hill. 4 


— 


* 
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Sad. My province, as an enchanter, lays open 
every ſceret to me, lady: there are dangers abroad, 
beware! | [ Exit, 

Lady Fran, *Tis very odd; his manners hay 
made me tremble : let us ſeck Sir George. 

Flut. Here he is coming towards us. ( Courtall 
comes forward habited like Sir George.) 

Court. There ſhe is; if I can diſengage her from 
that ſool, Flutter ; crown me ye ſchemes with im- 
mortal wreaths! 

Lady Fran. O my dear Sir George! I am re- 
jo:c'd to ſee you! an old conjuror has been fright- 
cning me with his propheſies; where's Mrs. Racket? 
Why do you keep on your maſk, tis too warm? 

Court, Tis too warm, I want air; let us go. 

Lady Fran. Vou ſeem quite agitated; ſhan't we 
bid our company adieu? 

Court. No, no! there's no time for forms; III 
juſt give directions to the carriage, and be with you 
in a moment; (going and ſtepping back) put on your 
ma{F, I have a particular reaſon for it. [W Exit. 

_ Saville advances with Kitty. | 

Saw. Now Kitty, you know your leſſon; lady 
Frances, "(lates of his maſt) let me lead you to your 
huſband. | 

Lady Fran. Heavens! is Mr. Saville the con- 
juror! Sir George is juſt ſtept to the door to give 
directions, we are going home immediately ! 

Sav. No, madam ! you are deceiv'd ; Sir George 
is this way. 

Lady Fran. This is aſtonithing ! 

Sav. Be not alarm'd; you have eſcap'd a faare, 
and thall be in fatety in a moment, | 

Exit Saville and ludy Frencee, 


Enter Courtall and ſeizes the hand of Kitty. 


Court, Now! > 
Kitty, Tis pity to leave the rooms fo ſoon. 
Ccurt. 
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Court. Perhaps I may bring you back, my angel; 
go now you muſt. LZxIiN. 
Doricourt and Lettitia come forward. 

Der. By keaven I never was charm'd till now ; 
Englith beauty, French vivacity, wit, elegance! 
your name, my angel! tell me your name, tho' you 
perſiſt in concealing your face! 5 5 

Let. My name has a ſpell in it. 

Dor. I thought ſo; it muſt be charming. 

Let. But if I reveaPd, the charm is broken. 

Dor. Vil anſwer for its force. 

Set. Suppoſe it Harriot, or Charlotte, or Maria 

Dor. Hang Harriot, Charlotte, or Maria, the 
name your father gave you. | | 

Let. That can't be worth hearing, "us fo tran- 
ficat a thing. | 

Dor. How, tranſient ! 

Let. Heaven forbid it ſhou'd be laſting *till I am 
married. 

Dor. Married! the chains of matrimoney are 
too heavy and vulgar for ſuch a ſpirit as yours; 
the flow'ry wreaths of Cupid are the only bands 
you ſhould wear. 

Let. They are the lighteſt I believe; but tis poſ- 
ole to wear thoſe of marriage gracefully ; throw 
them looſely round, and twiſt them in a true lover's. 
knet for the boſom ! 

Dor. Delightful ! but what will you be when 2 
wife? : 

Let. A woman! if my huſband ſhould be a churl, . 
a fool, or a tyrant, I'd break his heart, ruin his 
fortune, clope with the firſt pretty fellow that afk'd 
me, and return the contempt of the world with 
ſcorn, whilſt my feelings prey'd upon my life. 

Dor. Amazing ; (afide) what it you lov'd him, 
and he were worthy of your love ? 

Let. Why then, I'd be any thisg and all ; grave, 
gay, capricious ; the ſoul of whim, the ſpirit of 
variety ; live with him in the eye of faſhion, of in 
the ſhade of retirement; change my country, my 


ſex 
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ſex; feaſt with him in an Eſquimaux hut, or a Per- 
ſtan pavilion; join him in the victorious war dance 
on the borders of lake Ontario, or ſleep to the ſo:d 
hreathings. of a flute, in the cinnamon grove of 
Ceylon; dig with him in the mines of Golconda, 
or enter the dangerous preciucts of the Mogul's ſe- 
raglio; cheat him of wiſhes, and overturn the em- 
pire to reſtore the huſband of my heart to the bleſi- 
tags of liberty and love ! | | 

Dor. Delightful wildneſs! oh! to catch thee, and 
hold thee for ever in this little cage. (attempting 10 
claſp her.) 

Let. Hold, Sir! tho? Cupid muſt give the bait 
that tempts me to the ſnare, tis Hymen muait 
ſpread the net to catch me. 

Der. Tis in vain to aſſume airs of coldneſs; ſate 
has ordain'd you mine. 

Let. How do you know ? 

Dor. I ſeel it here; I never met with a woman ſo 
perfectly to my taſte; and I don't believe it ſorm'd 
you on purpoie to tantalize. 

Let. This moment is worth my whole exiſtence. 

(Ae! 

Dor. Come ſhew me your face, and rivet my 
eliains. 

Let. To- morrow you ſhall be ſatisa'd. 

Dor. To-morrow! and why not to-night? 

„ f 

Dor. Whers then ſhll L wait on you to-morrow ? 
Where fee you? 

Let. You ſul ſee me in an hour when you leaſt 
expect me. | 

Der, Why all this myRery ? 

Lei. I like to be miſterious ; at preſent be content 
to know that I am a woman of family and fortune, 
Adieu! 


% 


T ater 
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Euter Hardy. 


Hardy. Adieu! then I come at the fag end? 
Dor. Let me ſee you to your carriage. 

Let. As you value knowing me, ir not a ſtep; 
it I am follow'd you never ſee me more, [Exit, 

Dor. Barbarous creature! {he's gone. What, 
and is this really ſerious? Am I in love? Pho, it 
can't be! O, Flutter, do you know that charm» 
ing creature ? 


Euter Flutter. 


Fla. What charming creature; I paſsd a thou- 
ſand ? 

Dor. She went out at that door as you enter'd. 

Flut. O yes; I know her very well. 

Dor. Do you, my dear fellow; who ? 

Flut. She's kept by lord George Jenner. 

Hardy. Impudent ſcoundrel. (de.) 

Dor. Kept! | 
Flut. Yar, colonel Gorget had her firſt; then 
Mr. Saville; then I forget exactly how many; and 

at laſt, ſhe's lord George's. (talks to maſks.) 

Der. Lil murder Gorget, poiſon lord George, 
and ftab myſelf ! 

Hardy. Now's the time, I ſee, to clear up the 
whole. Mr. Doricourt, I ſay, Flutter was miſta- 
ken; I know who you are in love with— | | 

Dor. A ſtrange rencounterz who ? 

Fardy, My Letty! ' 

Dor. Oh! I nnderftand your rebuke; * too ſoon, 
tir, to allume the father-in-law, 

Hardy. Zaunds! what do you mean by that; L 

ell you, that the lady you admire, is Lettitia 
II: ardy ! 

Dor. I am glad) you are ſo well ſatisfi'd with the 
tate of my heart; I wiſh I was, [ £xt, 


Hardy, 
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Hardy. Stop a moment; Rop I fay; what! you 
won't! very well; if I don't play you a trick tor 
tivs, may I never be a grand-tather! il plot with 
Letty now, and not againſt her; aye, hang me if 1 
done; there's ſomething in my head, that ſhall 
tinge in his heart: he fhall have u letlon upon im- 
paticnce, thut, I foreſee, he'Il be the better of as long 
as he lives. Ex, 

Sa ville comes forward 1/5 other maſts. 

Sov. Flutter, come with us; we're going to raiſe 
a laugh at Conrtall's, 

Flut. With all my heart; live to live, was my 
father's motto; live to laugh, is mine, Exit. 


SC EN E Cortal. 
Enter Courtall, and Kitty Willis. 


Kitty. Where have you brought me, Sir George? 
This is not our home. WI 
Court, Tis my home, beautiſul lady Frances; 
{ brecling, taling of his maſt) oh! forgive the ardency 
or the paſſion that has compell'd me to deceive you! 
Xi. Mr. Courtall, what will MON of me? 
Court, Oh! far but thew you ard lon the wretch 
vdo adorcs you. Did you but know the agonizing 
tortures of my heart, inc 1 had the fellcity of 
converting wi ith yOu this morning, er the dichcar 
that now Lol no at te door, 
Kitty, Oh! i'm undone | 
Court. Zounds! my dear 1 Frances! I am not 
at home, raſcal; do you hear, let nobody in, I'm 
=_ at home. 
: (abou) Sir, I told tire ge ntlemen ſo. 
Ca Eternal curſes; they are coming up; Rep 
into this room derb le creature, one moment; Vil 
Crow them out of the window if they ſtay three 
. 5 "Exit Kuty. 


505 
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Emer Saville, Flutter, and maj+s. 


Flut. O Gemini! I beg the petticoat's pardon z 
I jult ſaw « :0-ncr of it. | 
 AMaft. Howard: admittance was fo difficult; I 
thong .t you 199): us for bailifls. 

Court, vc + ſoul, I am deviltſh glad to ſee 
vou; but you perceive bow I am circumitanc'd ; 
excu'e me #t this moment. 

Og Tell us who it is then? 

Court, O tic ! | 

Fut. We won't blab. 

Court, I can't upon my honour ; thus far ſhe's a 
woman of the firit character and rank. Saville, 
tave I influence, or have I not? 

Sav. Why ture you don't inſinuate? 

Court, No! not inſumate; but ſwear that ſhe's 
now in my bed-chamber; by gad, I don't deceire 
you. There's generalſhip, you rogue; ſecht an 
humble, diſtant, tiovhing tellow 55 thou art, at tlie 
end of ſix months ſiege, would have boaſted cf 
kiſs trom her glove. . only give the figaal, and 
pop, ſhe's in my arms. 

Sav. What! Jidy Frances? 

Court, Huſu! vou ſhall fee her name to-morrow 
morning in red letters at the end of my lift, Gen- 
tlemen, you mult excuſe me now; come and drink 
Chocolate at twelee; but 

Sav. Ay, let us go cut of reſpect to the lady; n 
perſon of rank. 

Flat, Is it? then I'll have a peep at her. {runs 15 
the ſcene.) 

Court. This is too much, Sir. 

Maſk, By Jupiter, we'll have a peep. 

Court, Gentlemen, conſider, for heaven's ſake, a 
lady of quality, what the conſequence— 

Plat. Why, the conſequence will be, you'll have 
your throat cut; but DI write your elegy; ſo now 
for the door. I beg your ladythip's pardon, vwho- 
ever you are, (loading ber cut) einerge from dar kneſs 

like 
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like the glorious ſun, and bleſs the wondering circle 
with your charms. (takes off her maſk ) 

Sav. Kitty Willis! ha, ha, ha! 

Omnes, Kitty Willis! 

Maſe, Why, what a fellow you are to attempt 
impoſing on your friends in this manner! a lady 
of quality, and an earl's daughter! Your ladyſhip's 
moſt obedient ſervant. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sav. Courtall, have you inflaence or have you 
not ?..--.-- 

lu. The man's moon-ſtruck ! 

Court. Hell, and ten thouſand uries ſeize you 
all together. 

Kitty. What, me, Mr. Courtall! me, whom who 
have knelt to, and pray'd to, and ador'd ! 

Conrt. Diſappoint'd and laugh'd at! 

Sov. Langh'd at! diſpis'd; I have falfill'd my 
deſign, which was to expeſe your villiany, and 
laugh at your preſumption. Adieu, Sir; remem- 
ber how you again boaſt of your influence with 
wonen of rank; and when you next want amuſe- 
ment, .dare nct look up to the virtuous or. the noble 
tor a ©-mMpanion. [Fit Savills and Kitty, Flutter 
go Gut {aft and Cous tall. ; 

Hut. And before you carry a lady into your 
bed-chamber again, look under her maſk. 
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| [ Ext. 
Court, There's no bearing this ; Fl ſet off for 
Paris direSly. Exit. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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AU. SCENE L 


An Appartment at Hardy's. 
Enter Hardy and Villers. 


Fil. y \ HIMSICAL enough; dying for 
her, and hates—believes her a fool, and a woman 
of brilliant underſtanding. | 

Hardy. As true as your alive; but, when I wert 
up to him laſt night at the Pantheon, out of down- 
right good-nature, and to explain things, my 
gentleman whrps round upon his heel, and ſnapt 
me as ſhort as if I had been a beggar-woman with 
fix children, and he the overſeer of the parith. 

Vil. Here comes the wonder-worker (enter Let!li- 
tia) here comes the enchantrefs, who can go to 
maſquerades, and ling and dance, and talk a man 
out of his wits; but pray have we morning maſ- 
querades ? 

Let. Oh no! but I am ſo enamour'd of this all- 
conquering habit, that I could not refift putting it 
on the moment I had breakfaſted ; I ſhall wear it 

on the day I am married, and then lay it by in 
Ipices, like the miraculous robes of St. Bridget. 
* Fil. Ay, that's as moſt brides do; the charms 
that help'd to catch are generally laid by, one after 
another, till ſhe grows a downright wife, and then 
runs crying to her mother, becauſe ſhe has tranſ- 
form'd her lover into a downright huſband. 
Hardy. Liſten to me; I have not flept a wink 
to-night, for thinking of plots to plague Doricourt ; 
and they drove one another out of my head ſo 
quick, that I was as giddy as a gooſe; I cou'd 
make nothing of 'em. I with to goodneſs, you 
would contrive ſomething. 

Vil. Contrive to plague him! nothing ſo eaſy ; 
don't undcceive him, madam, till he's your huſ- 

| band ; 
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band ; marry him whilſt he poſſeſſes the ſentiments 
you labour'd to give him of Miſs Hardy; and 
when you are his wife 

Let. Oh heavens! I fee the whole; that's the 
very thing, my dear Mr. Villers; you are the di- 


vineſt 
Fil. Don't make love to me, huſſey. 


Enter Mrs. Racket. 


Met. Rack. No, pray don't, for I intend to have 
Villers myſelf in about ſix years; there's an oddity 
about him that pleaſes me; he holds women in con- 
tempt, and I ſhould like to have an opportunity of 
breaking his heart for that. 

Vil. And when I am heartily tir'd of life, I 
know no woman whom I could with more pleaſure 
make my executioner. 

Hardy. It cannot be; I foreſee it will be impoſ- 
ſible to bring it about; you know the wedding was 
not to take place this week or more, and Letty will 
never be able to play the fool fo long. 

Vil. The knot thall be tied to-night ; I have it 
all here; the licence is ready. Feign yourſelf ill; 
ſend for Voricourt, and tell him you ean't go out 
of the world in peace, unleſs you ſee the ceremony 
perform'd. | 

Hardy. I feign myſelf ill! I could as ſoon feign 
myſelf a Roman ambaſſador ; I was never ill in my 
bfe but with the tooth-ach;—except when Letty's 
mother was breeding her, I had all the qualms. 

Jil. Oh! I have no fears for you; but what ſays 
Miſs Hardy? are you willing to make the irrevoca- 
ble vow before night? 

Let. O heavens! I, I, I! *tis fo exceedingly ſud- 
den, that really 

Mrs. Rack. That really, Sir, ſhe's frighten'd out 
of her wits, leaſt it ſhould be impoſbble to bring it 
about ; but I have taken upon myſelf the manage- 
ment of the affair, and you ſhall be Mrs. age 

G4. thi 
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this very night; come (to Hardy) to bed directly; 
your room {ſhall be cram'd with phials and all the ap- 
paratus of death; then heigho-preſto, for Doricourt. 

Vil. You go and put off your conquering dreſs 


poſſible, an air of gravity ( Mr. Racket) ;, Vil 

anſwer tor the plot. | 
Let. Married in jeſt; 'tis an odd idea; well, III 

venture it, Exit with Mrs. Racket. 
Vil. Ay, Ill be ſworn {looks at his watch ) *tis 


Fl juſt ſtep down to the houſe ; will you go? 

Hardy. What, with a mortal ſickneſs. 

Vil, What a blockhead! I believe if half of vs 
were to ſtay away with mortal ſickneſs, cwould be 
for the good of the nation. Good morning; III 
call and feel your pulſe as I come back. Exit. 

Hardy. You won't find 'em over briſk, I fancy; 
J foreſee ſome ill happening from this making be- 
lieve to die before one's time; but hang it, I'm a 
ſtout man yet, only fiſty- ſix. In the laſt yearly bil}, 
there were three liv'd to above a hundred: fifty-!t>, 
from a hundred, and there remains forty-four ; J 
foreſee I have forty-four yeurs to live yet, — fiddle- 
de- dee. I am not atraid, not I. 


SCENE Doricourt's Honſe. 


Enter Doricourt is: his rode de Chamdre, and Saville, 


Sav, Undreſs'd ſo late! | 

Dor. 1 did not go to bed till late; *twas late 
when I'got to ſleep; late when I roſe, Do you 
know lord George Jennet ? 
Sav. Yes. 

Dor. Has he a miſtreſs? 

Sav. Les. 

Dor. What ſort of a ercature is ſhe ? 

Sav. Why, ſhe ſpends him three thouſand a year 
with the eaſe of a ducheſs, and entertains his 

. triende 


io Letty) and get all your awkward airs ready; and 
you practiſe a few groans (io Hardy) ; and you, it 


paſt three; the budget is to be open'd this morning. 


-” 
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friends with the grace of Ninon. ¶ Doricourt <valks 
about diſordered) In the name of eaprice, what 
ails you ? 

Dor. You have hit it, elle eſt mon caprie; the 
miſtreſs of lord George Jennet, is my Caprice. Oh, 
inſufferable ! 

Sav. What! you ſaw her at the maſquerade ? 

Dor. Saw her! lov'd her! died for her without 
knowing her, and now the curſe is, I can't hate her. 

Sav. Ridiculous enough; all this diſtreſs about 
a kept woman, whom any man may have, I dare 
fwear, in a fortnight. They have been jarring ſome 
Time. | 

Dor. Have her! the ſentiments F have conceiv'd 
for the witch in that time are unaccountable,—LI 
cannot—The idea, was ſhe a woman of honour, 
for a wife, I could adore her; but I really believe, 
it ſhe ſhould ſend me an agnation I ſhould beat 
her. 

Sav. Hey day, this ſounds like love; what be- 
comes of poor Mits Hardy ? 

Dor. Her name has given me an ague; dear Sa- 
yille, how ſhall I contrive to make old Hardy can- 
cel the engagements? The moiety of the eſtate, 
which I will torteit, ſhall be his next moment by 
deed of gift. 

Sav. Let me ſee; can't you get it inſinuated, 
that you zre a devilith wild fellow; that you are an 
Infidel, and attach'd to wenching, gaming, and ſo 
forth. 

Dor. Aye, ſuch 1 character might have done 
ſome good two centuries back; but who the devil 
can it frighten now? I believe it muit be the mad 
fcene at laſt 5 there—{!hrows himſel; into a mad i- 
tion „will that do *. the grin? 

Sav. Ridiculous! but how are you certain that 
the woman that has ſo bewilder'd you, belongs to 
lard George? | 

Dor. Flutter told me ſo. 

Sev. Then, fifty to one againſt the intelligence. 

G 3 Dor, 


Coon nome an de. ome - 
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Dor. It muſt be ſo; there was a myſtery in her 
manner, for wllich nothing elſe can account; (rop- 
Ping at the door) who can this be ? | 

Sav. The proverb is your anſwer; 'tis Flutter 
himſelf. Tip him a feene of the mach, and ſee 
how it taxes. 

Dor. I will; a good way to ſend it about town; 
ſhall it be of the melancholy kind, or the raving. 

Sav. Rant! rant! here he comes. 

Dor. Talk not tome, who can pull comets by 
the beard, and overſet an iſland! 


Enter Flutter, gets into the middle. 


There, this is he—this is he, who bath my poor 
foul without coat or breeches, to be toſs'd about in 
either, like a ducx ivather : villain, give me my ſoul 
again! (et Flutter, ) 

Flut. Upon my ſoul, I have not your ſoul. 

Sav. Oh, Mr. Flutter! what a melancholy fight! 
I Ittle thought ever to ee my poor friend reduc'd 
to this, 

Flut. Mercy defend me! what, ts he mad ? 

Sav. You ſee how it is; a curſed Italian lady, 


thro orga gave him a drug, and every full ct 
the Roon 


Dor. Moon ! who dares talk of the moon ? the pa- 
troneſs of genius! the rectifier of wit! the—Oh | 
here the 1&—]I feel her—the tugs at my bram—1he 
has it—ſhe has it—oh ! [ Ext, 

Flut. Yes, and you have it too; well, this is dread- 
ful, re dreadful, I proteſt ; have you had 
Munro ? 

Sev. Not yet; the worthy Miſs Hardy; what, a 
match ? 

Flut. Aye, aye, very true; do they know it? 


Sav. Oh, no! the paroxiſm ſeir'd hin n but this 
morning. | 


— — (behind) Piber De bow, bow. 
Jul. Adieu] I can'tflz 


Sa Ts 
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Sau. But you muſt ſtay and aſſiſt me; (holding 
him) perhaps he'll return again in a moment, and 
when he is in this way, his ſtrength his prodigious, 

Flut. Can't ſtay, indeed 3 can't, upon my "foul. 
(Zoing.) 

Saw. Don't make a miſtake; remember 'tis Do- 


ricourt that's mad. [Exits 
Flut. Il fay your both mad, and then I can't 
miſtake. | [ £:x4t. 


S CEN E, Sir George Touchwocod”:, 
Enter Sir George and lacy Frances. 
Sir Geo. The bird! is eſcapꝰd; Courtall is gone to 


France. 

T.ady Fran. Heaven and earth! have you been 
to ſee 1 him? 

Sir Geo. Scck him; aye. | 

Lady Fran, How did you get his name? I ſhould 
never have told it you. 

Sir Geo, I lcarn'd it at the firſt coffee-houſe I en- 

er'd; every body is full of the ſtory. 

ad Frau. Thank heaven he's gone; but now 1 
have a ſtory for you: the Hardy family are torming 

a plot upon your friend Doricourt, and we are Cx- 
3 in the evening to aſliſt. 

Sir Ges. With all my heart, my angel, but I 
can't ſtay to hear it unfolded; they told me Mr. 
Saville would be at home in h. ug an hour, and I'm 
impatient to ſee him ;—the adventure of laſt night! 

Lady Fran. Think of it only with gratitude ; the 
danger I was in has overſet a new ſyſtem of ccn- 
duct that perhaps I was too much inclin'd toadept; 
but henceforward, my dear Sir George, IFN {ball . 
be my conſtant companion and protector; and, 
when they, ridicule the puſaſtionable monk ters, the 
felicity of our hearts ſhall make their ſatire point- 
leſs. 

Sin Geo, Charming angel! you almoſt reconeile 
me to Courtall ; hark be 5 s CCMPUBY z *s., FEUr 

| 1 liv ely 
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lively widow. Pl ſtep down the back ſtairs to eſ- 
cape her. [ Extts 


Fnter Mrs. Racket. 


Mrs. Rach, Oh, lady Frances, I'm ſhock'd to 
death; have you receiv'd a card from us? 

Lady Fran. Yes, within theſe twenty minutes. 

Mrs. Rack. Ay, *tis of no conſequence ; tis all 
over; Doricourt is mad; my poor Lettitia, as we 
were enjoying ourſelves with the proſpect of a 
ſcheme that was plann'd for their happineſs, in 
came Flutter, breathleſs, with the intelligence; 1 
flew here to know, it you had heard it? 

Lady Fran. No indeed; and I hope it is one of 
Mr. Flutter's dreams. {enter Saville} Apropos; we 
now ſhall be inform'd. Mr. Saville, I rejoice to ſee 
you, tho* Sir George will be diſappointed ; he's 
gone to your lodgings. 

Sav. I ſhould have been happy to have prevented 
Sir George; I hope your ladythip's adventure laſt 
right did not diſturb your dreams, 

Lady Fran. Not at all, for I never flept a moment; 

my eſcape, and the importance of my obligation to 
yon, employ'd my thoughts ; but we have juſt had 
ſhocking intelligence; is it true, that Mr. Doricourt 
is mad? | 

Sav. So the buſineſs is done. /afrde) Mad m, I 
am ſorry to ſay, that I have juſt now been a me- 
lancholy witneſs of his ravings; he was in the 
height of a paroxiſm. 

Art. Rack. Oh! there can be no doubt of it; 
| Flutter told us the whole hiſtory. Some Italian 
| princeſs gave him a box of ſweetmcats, ſent to him 
| by her own page, that renders him lunatic every 

month; poor Miſs Hardy! I never felt fo much 
upon any occaſion in my life, 
3 Sev. To ſoften your concern, I will inform you, 
madam, that Miſs Hardy is leſs to be pitied than 
you imagine. 


Hrs. Rack. Why ſo, Sir? 


: 
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Sav. ? Tis rather a delicate ſubject; but he did 
not love Miſs Hardy. 

Mrs. Rack, He did love Miſs Hardy, Sir, and 
woall have been the happieſt of men. 

Sav. Pardon me, madam, his heart was not only 
free from that lady's chains, but abſolutcly capti- 

vated by anotber. X | 

Mrs, Rack. No, Sir! no; it was Miſs Hardy that 
eaptivated him; ſhe met him laft night at the maſ- 
querade, and charm'd him in dilguiſe; he pro- 
feſod the molt violent q. aſen for her, and a plan 
was laid this evening, to cheat him into happineſs. 

Sav. Ha, ha, ha! Upon my ſoul, I beg your 
pardon, I have not eaten any of the Italian lady's 
box of ſweetmeats, ſent by her own page; and yet 
I am as mad as Doricourt, ha, ha, ha! 

Ars. Rack. So it appcars; what can all this 
mean? 

Sam. Why, madam, he is at preſent in his per- 
fe& ſenſes; but he'il loſe them in ten minutes, thro” 
jay; the madneſs is all a faint to avoid marrying 
Miſs ardy, ha, ha, ha! omnes, ha, ha, ba! I'll 
carry him the intelligence directly. {gong ). 

Iirs. Rack, Not for the world; I owe him re- 
venge now, for what he bas made us ſuiter ; you 
mult promiſe not to divulge a ſyllable I have told 
you, and when Doricourt is ſummon'd to Mr. Har- 
«y's, prevail on him to come, madneſs ad ail. 

Lady Fran. Pray do; I ſhould like to fee hin 
ſhewing off, now I'm in the ſecret. 

Sav. You muit be oblig' ; tho? ts intumen to 
conceal his happinets, 

Mrs, Rack, 1 am going home; ſo I'll ſet you 
down at his lodyings, and ne. Quaimi you by the May, 
with our whole ſcheme ! allons, 

Sav. I attend you. rad ing her gut.) 

ATrs. Rack, You won't fail us? (75 lady Frances.) 
LLait Saville and Arg. Racket 


Lady Fran. No; depend on us. * Te 
SLENE 


The Belle's Siratagem. 
SCENE Doricourt's houſe, Doricourt on a /ettee, 


Dor. Pho! {flings azvay the book) what effect can 
the morals of fourſcore have on a mind torn with 
pation ? (muſing ) is it poſſible ſuch a ſoul as her's 
can ſupport itſelf, in ſo humiliating a ſituation ? a 
kept woman! (rifing) well, well, i am glad it ms ſo. 
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Enter Saville, 


Sav. What a happy dog you are, Doricourt; I 
might have been mad or beggar'd, or piſtoPd my- 
felt without its being mention'd ; but you, for- 
ſooth, the whole female world is concern'd for; I 
reported the-ſtate of your brain to five different wo- 
men; the lip of the firſt trembled; the white boſom 
of the ſecond heav'd a ſigh; the third ejaculated, 
and turned her eye to the glaſs; the fourth bleſs'd 
herſelf z and the fifth ſaid, whilſt ſhe pin'd a curl— 
well, now, perhaps, he'll be an amuſing compa- 
nion; his native dulneſs was intolerable. 

Dar. Envy! ſhear envy! by the ſmiles of Hebe, 
there are not leſs than forty pair of the brighelt eyes 
in town will drop chryitals, when they hear of 
my misfortune. i 

Sav, But I have news for you; poor Hardy is 
confin'd to his bed ; they ſay he is going out of the 
world by the next poſt, and he wants to give you 
his bleſſing. 

Dor. III fo ill I'm ſorry from my foul ; he's a 
worthy little fellow, if he had not the<gift of fore- 
ſccing ſo ſtrongly, 

Sav. Well; but you muſt go and take leave. 

Dor. What! to act the lunatic in the dying 
man's chamber ? 

Sav. Exactly the thing; and will bring your bu- 
ſineſs th a thort iſſue; for his laſt commands mutt 
be that you are not to marry his be 

Dor. That's true, by Jupiter; and yet, hang it, 
tis unpoſing upon à poor fellow at fo ſerious a mo- 
ment; I can't do it. 5 

at. 
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Fab. You muſt faith; I'm anſwerable for your 
appearance, tio” it ſhould be in a ſtrait waiſtcoat ; 
lie knows your ſituation, and ſeems the more de- 
{irous of the interview. 

Dor. I don't like encountering Racket; ſhe's an 
arch little devil, and will diſcover the cheat. 

Sav. There's a fellow now, chcated ninety-nine 
women, and 1s afraid of the hundredth. 

Dor. And with reaſon, tor that hundredth is 2 
widow, [LE xi. 


SCENE Hardy's drawing-room, 


Enter Mrs. Racket and Miſs Ogle, 


Miſs Ogle. And fo Miſs Hardy's actually to be 
married to-night ? 

Ars. Rack. If her fate does not deceive her; 
you are appriz'd of the ſcheme, and we here it 
will ſucceed. 

Miſs Ogle. Duce take her; ſhe's fix years younger 
than lam; /afide) is Mr. Doricourt handſome ? 

Mrs. Rack. Handfome, generous, young, and 
rich; theres a hutband tor you! isn't he worth 
pulling caps tor ? 

AT7iſs Ogle. In my conſcience, the widow ſpeaks 
as tho” ſhe'd give cap, ears, and all for him. (aſide) 
E wonder you did not try to catch this wonderful 
man, .Mrs. Racket ? 

Mrs. Rack. Really, Miſs Ogle, I had not time; 
beſides, when I marry, ſo many ftout young fel- 
lows will hang themſelves, that out of regard to 
ſociety in theſe hard times, I ſhall poſtpone it for 
a few years ;—this will colt her a new lace, I beard 
it crack. (ofide.) 


Enter Sir George and lady Frances. 


Sir Geo. Well, here we are; but where's the 
knight of the woful countenance ?! 

Are. Rack. Here ſoon, I hope; for a wofut 
night it will be without him. | 


Sir 


—— 
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Sir Geo. Oh fie! do you condeſcend to pun ? 

Mrs. Rack. Why not; it requires genius to make 
a good pun 3 ſome men of bright parts can't reach 
it. I know a lawyer who writes them upon the 
back of his briefs, and ſays they are of great uſe 
in a dry cauſe.” 


Friter Flutter. 


Flut. Here they come, here they come; their 
coach ſtop'd as mine drove off. 

Lady Fran. Nils Hlardy's fate is at a crifis ; ſhe 
plays a hazardous game, and I tremble for her, 

Sad. C without ) Come let me guide you this way ; 
wy poor friend, why are you ſo turious ? 

Dar. (without ) The houſe of death! to the houſe 
of death! 


Fnter IDoricourt - and Saville. 


Dor, Oh! this is the ſpot. 

Lady Fran. How wild and fiery he looks! 

Miß Ogle, Now, I think, he looks terrifi'd ! 

Ars. Rnck. I never an a mad-man betore ; let 
me examine him; will he bite ? | 

Sav. Pray keep out of his reach, ladies; you 
don't know your danger; he is like a wild cat it a 
fudden thought ſeizes Den { Flutier gels round. 

Sir Geo. You talk like a keeper of wild cats; 
now much do you demand tor ſhewing this mon- 
iter ? 

Dor. I don't like this, I muſt rouſe their ſenſibi- 
lity. (de) There! there! the darts thro the air 
in liquid flames! down again! now I have her! oh! 
ſhe burns, ſhe ſcorches! oh ! the eats into my very 
heart, 

. Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 

Dar. I am laugh'd at. 

Mu. Rack. Laugh'd at, ay, to be ſare; why I 
could play the mad-man better than you ;—there! 
there fhe is! now I have her. Ha, ha, ha! 


Dor. 
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Dor. I knew that devil would diſcover me; 
10 ide) I'Il leave the houſe; I'm cover'd with con- 

uſion. (going.) 

Sir Ces. Stay Sir; you muſt not go; 'twas poor- 
ly done, Mr. Doricourt, to affect madneſs rather 
than fulfil your engagements. 

Der. Aﬀect madreſs ! Saville, what can I do? 

Sav. Since yon are diſcover'd, confels the whole. 
DMifs Ogle. Aye, turn 9 and fave your- 
ſelf. 

Dor. Ves, ſince my deſigns have been ſo unac- 
countably diſcover'd, I will avow the whole; I can» 
not love Miſs Hardy, and I never will. 

Sav. Hold, my dear Doriccurt, be not too cath; 
what will the world ſay to fach ? 

Dor. Daran the world ! what will the world 
me for loſs of happineſs? Muſt 1 facrifice my 
peace to pleaſe the world ? 


Sav. Yes, every thing, rather than be branded 
with diſhonour. 

Lacy Fran. Tho' your arguments ſhonld fail, 
there is a pleader, whom you ſurely cannot with- 
Rand ; the dying Mr, Hardy ſupplicates you not 
to forſake his child. 


Enter Villers. 


Vil. Mr. Hardy requeſts you to grant him a mo- 
ment's converſation, Mr. Doricourt, tho' you ſhould 
perſiſt to ſend him miſerable to the grave; let me 
conduct you to his chamber. 

Dor. Oh! aye, any where—to the Antipodes, 
to the moon; carry me, do what you will with me. 

Exit Villers and Dorisourt. 

Art. Rack, Mortification and diſappointment, 
then, are ſpecifics in a caſe of ſtubbornneſs; IL'Il fol- 
low and let you know what paſſes. [ Exit, 

Flu. Have the charity te take me with you, that 
I may make no blunder in telling the tory, [ Ext. 

{ ady Fran, Sir George, you don't know Mr. Sa- 


ville. [Exit Lady Frances and Miſs Ogle. 
H 


or 
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Sir Geo. Ten thouſand pardons; but I will not par- 
don myſelf for not obſerving you; I have been with 
the utmoſt impatience at your door, twice to-day. 

Sav. I am concern'd you had ſo much trouble, 
Sir George. | 

Sir Geo. Trouble; not a word, Saville ;- I hardly 
know how to addreſs you; 1 am diſtreſs'd beyond 
me aſure, and it is the higheſt proof of my opinion 
of your honour, and the delicacy of your mind, 
that 1 open my heart to von. 

Sab. What has diſturb'd yon, Sir George? 

Sir Geo. Your having preſerv'd lady Frances in 
ſo imminent a danger; ſtart not, Saville ! to protec 
lady Frances was my right; you have wreited 
from me my deareſt priviledge. 

Sav. I hardly know how to anſwer ſuch a re- 
proach; I cannot apologize for what I have done. 

Sir Geo. I do not mean to reproach you; I 
hardly know what I mean. There's one method, 
by which you may reſtore peace to me; I cannot en- 
dure, that my wife ſhould be ſo infinitely indebted 
to any man, who is Jets than my brother. 

Sav. Pray explain yourlſelt ? | 

Sir Ges, I have a ſitter, Saville, who is amiable, 
and you are worthy of her; I ſhall give her a com- 
miſſion to ſteal your heart, out f revenge tor wit 
you have done. | 

Sav. IT am infinitely honour'd, Sir George ; but 

Sir Geo. I cannot liſten to a ſentence that beg ins 
with ſo unpromiſing a word; you mult go with us 
into Hampſhire, and if you ſee each other with the 
eyes I do, your felicity will be compleat. I know 
no one to whoſe heart I could fo readily conm t 
the care of my ſiſter's happineſs. 

Sap. I will attend you to Ha:plhire, with plea- 
ſure; but not on the plan of retirement; ſociety 
has claims on lady Frances that forbid it. 

Sir Geo, Claims, Saville ! 

Sav. Yes, claims! lady Frances was born to le 
the ornament of courts ; ſhe is ſuſfciently alarn'd 
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nat to wander beyond the reach of her protecter; 
and from the Britiſh court, Sir George, the moſt 
tenderly anxious huſband, could not with to carry 
his wiſe: bid her keep in her eye, the bright ex- 
ample who preſides there; the ſplendor of whoſe 
rank, yield to the ſuperiour luſtre of her virtue! 


Enter Mrs. Racket running, follow'd by Flutter and 
lady Frances. 


Ars. Rack, Oh! heaven, do you know? 

Flut. Let me tell the ſtory; as ſoon as Dori- 
court 

Ars, Rack, Iproteſt you ſhan't—ſaid Mr. Hardy 

Flut. No, 'twas Doricourt ſpoke firit—ſays he; 
no, was The parſon—ſays he 

Ars. Rack, Stop his mouth, Sir George; he'Il 
ſpoil the tale. 

Sir Geo. Never had circumſtances the reſult! 


Aſrs. Rack. No, no! you ſhall have it in form 


Mr. Hardy perform'd the ſick man like an angel; 
he ſat up in his bed, and talk'd ſo pathetically, that 
the tears ſtood in Doricourt's eyes. 

Flut. Aye, ſtood; they did not drop, but ſtood; 
I ſhall in future be very exact the parſon ſeiz'd the 
moment you know they never miſs an opportunity. 

Mrs. Rack. Make hafte, ſaid Dorieourt ; if I 
have time to reflect; poor Hardy, will dic unhappy: 

Flut. They had got as far as the day of judg- 
ment, when we flipt out of the room. 

Sir Geo. Then, by this time, they muſt have 
preach'd amazement ; which every body knows, is 
the end of matrimony. 

Mrs. Rack. Aye, the reverend father ended the 
ſervice with that word prophetieally ; to teach the 
bride what a capricious monſter Shu{\band is. 

Sir Ges. I rather think *twas ſarcaſtically done, 


to prepare the bridegroom for the unreaſozable hu- 


mours and vagaries of Is helpmate. 
Lady Fran. Here comes the bridegrocm of to- 


night, | 
H 2 Enter 
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Enter Doricourt and Villers; Villers whiſpert Sa- 
ville, % goes out. 
Omnes. Joy, joy, joy! 
Miſs Ogle. If he's a ſample of a bridegroom, 
keep me lingle ; a younger ton from the funeral of 
his father, could not carry a more fretful counte- 
nance. 


Lady Fran. You do not confider the importance 
of the occaficn. 

Fi, No; nor how ſhocking a thing it is. for a 
man to be forc'd to marry one woman, whilſt his 
Leart is devoted to another, 

Hrs. Rach, Well, now 'tis over, I'll confeſs to 
vou, Mr. Doricourt, I. think *Yras a mot ridicu- 
lous piece of Quixotiim, to give up the happineſs of 
a whole life to man who, perhaps, has but a fe 
moments to be ſenſihle of the ſacrifice. . 

Flut. So it appear'd to;me ; but, thonght I; Mr. 
Doricourt, has travell'd; he knows beſt. 

Dor. Zounds, confuſion ! did not you all ſet up- 
on me? Did nat you talk to me of honour, juſtice? 

Sir Gro, Very true; you have acted according to 
their dictates; and I hope th2 utmoſt ſelicity of 
the married ſtate will reward you! 

Dor. Never, Sir George, to telicity I bid adieu; 
bur I will endeavour to be content. Where is my 
wife? I muſt peak it; where is my wife? 


Eater Letty, maſt'd, led by Saville, all tbe reft fall Bach. 


Sav. Mr, Doricourt, this lady was preſſing to be 
introdac'd to you, 

Dor. Oh! ({furtire, ) 

Let. 1 told vou N night, yon ſ:ou!d ſez me at 
a time you Jcaii expected me; and I have kept my 
promiſe. | | | 
Pil. Whoever you are, madam, you could not 
have arriv'd in a happier womcnut ! Mr, Doricourt 
is juſt married, 
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Let. Married! impoſſible ! 'tis but a few hours 
ſince he ſwore to me eternal love. I believ'd him, 
gave him my virgin heart; and now—ungrateful 
lex! 

Dor. Your virgin heart! no, lady; my fate, 
thank heaven, yet wants that torture. Nothing 
hat the conviction that you were another's, could 
have made me think a moment of marriage, to 
have ſav'd the lives of half mankind. But this 
vilit, madam, is as barbarous as unexpected; it is 
now my duty to ſorget you; which, jpite of your 
ſituation, I found difficult enough, 

Let, My atuation ! what fituation ? 

Der, I muſt apologize for explaining it to this 
company; but, madam, I am not iguorant, that 
you are the companion of lord George ſennet; and 
that is the only circum dance that can give me 
Peace. 5 | 

Lal. I a companion! ridiculous pretence! no, 
Sir; know, to your confuſion, that my heart, my 
honour, and my name, is unſpotted as her's you have 
married; my birth equal to your un; my tore 
tune large 3 that, and my perion, might have been 
yours; but, Sir, farewel! (ging.) 

Dor, Oh! ſtay a moment! raſcal, (to Flutier) is 
not he a | 
Flut. Who? ſhe! O lord, no! 'twas quite a dif- 
ferent perſon that I meant.” I never ſaw that lady 
before, 
Dor, Then never ſhaive thou ſee me more. (fakes 
Fluter.) | | 
Mrs. Rach, Have mercy vpon the poor man! 
leayen and earth! he'il murder him. 
Don, Murder him! yes, myſclf and all mankind ! 
Sir George! Saville! Villers! *rwas you who 
puſh'd me upon this precipice z *twas you viao have 
match'd me from joy, Aelicity, and hiet 


Mit. Rach, There now; how weil he acts the 


mud-man; this is ſcmnething like; I knew be 
would do it well enough, when the time came. _ 
: | Dr. 
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Dor. Hard-hearted woman, enjoy my ruin; 
riot in my wretchedneſs. (Hardy burſting in.) 

Hardy. This is too much; you are now the huſ- 
band of my daughter, and how dare you ſhew all 
this paſſion about another woman? 

Dor. Alive again! 

Hardy. Alive! aye, and merry; here, wipe cf. 
the flour from my face; I was never in better 
health or ſpirits in my life; I foreſaw 'twould do. 
Why my illneſs was all a fetth, man, to make you 
marry Letty. 

Dor. Twas baſ and ungenerous! well, Sir, you 
ſhall be gratifi'd ; the poſſeſſion of my heart, was 
no object either with you or your daughter; my 
fortune, and my name, was all you defir'd, and 
theſe I leave ye. My native England I ſhall quit, 
nor ever behold you more. But, lady, that in my 
exile, I may have one conſolation, grant me the 
. favour you deny'd laſt night; let me behold all that 
maſk conceals, that your whole image may be 
impreſs'd on my heart, and cheer my diſtant ſoli- 
tacy hours. 

Let. This is the mot awful moment of my life; 
oh, Doricourt! the Night of taking of my maſk, 
ſtamps me the moſt bleſt or-miterable of women! 

Dor. What can this mean? Reveal your face, I 
cenjure you. 

Let. Behold it. (takes off her maſt.) 

Dor. Rapturous tranſport ! heaven! 

Let. This little ſtratagem aroſe from my difap- 
pointment in not having made the impreſſion on 
you I wiitrd ; the tmudiry of the Englith character, 
and that modeſty we boaſt, threw a veil over me 
you could not penctrate; you have forc'd me to 
throw off the veil that hid me. 

Dor. I am yet in a ſtate of intoxication ; I can- 
not anſwer you; ſpeak on ſweet- angel. 

Let. You fee, I can be any thing; chuſe my 
character, your taſte ſhall fix it; Wall I be aw 
Engliſh wife, or breaking at once from the ons 

© 


| The Bell's Stratogem, 79 


1 


of nature, and education, ſtep forth to the world 
in all the captivating glare ot foreign manners? 

Dar. You ſhall be nothing but yourſelf ; no- 
thing can be captivating that you are not. I will 
not wrong your penetration, by pretending that 
you won my heart at the firit interview; but have 
now my whole foul ; your perſon, your face, your 
mind, I wou'd not exchange for that of any other 
woman breathing. 

Hardy. Couſin Racket, I wiſh you a good huf. 
band with all my heart. Mr. Flutter, 1 will be- 
lieve every word tou fay, theſe twelve months.” NI 
Villers ( Jhat; ing his head) I tay, we have manag'd 
tits end very well. T'it order out every drop of 
ray forty- nine, and invite the whole par "th of St. 
George 's, but what VI drink it ont, except about a 
dozen | Rande which I will keep under three double 
eks For a chriſtening, which 1 foreſee will happen 
within theſe yore wes months. 

:r, Charming! charming creature! 

Let. Cuongratulute me, my dear friends; can you 
concerve my happineis? 

Hariy, No, conjratulate me, for mine is the 
grcateit. 

Flut. No! congratulate me, that T have ef- 

pd wich life, and give me ſome ſtieking plaiſter; 
he bas torn the ſkin my throat. 

Hir (Fo . { expet te be among the firſt who is 
congraiuuied, tor I have recove;* one angel, Do- 
ricourt, vl aA you have gain'd ancther. 

Dor. Ny charming Lettitia, twas a ſtrange per- 
vertion of tate that led me to conſider the delicate 
timidity of vaur deportment as the mark of an 
uninform'd mind, or inelegant runners, I feel 
now, it is to that innate modeſty Engliſh huſ- 
bands owe a fclicity, the married men of other 
Dations are ſtrangers tœo; it is a ſecret veil to your 
eNarms ; it is the ſarel bi! wark to your huſband's 
8 and curs'd be the hour, thou'd it ever 
ii: in Which Pritiſh ladies ſhall ſacrifice to fe 

reign graces the grace of modeſty» 
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Nat Dian's brows more rigid d. s cle 7 
An l Virlue"s blajb Appears, ꝛobere 4 un 2 f, 


And you, my gentle Sirs, wear Vizors is; 

But here PI rip you, and expoje ta view 
Fur Hi. oem f atures— Firſt [ point at you. 
That well-fluff'd w yams 71 1 that r1: day beek ; 
That ampl: fire head, and that end pa eK, 
JJ it £6047, nature, and u Cen Vous heart, 
255 * t ! fm. forth, 2 1. conſc. 91S 920 727 thy part; 

22 91 fe, thy Ch dren, tremble i in the eye; 
And Peace is ban Hd. ien the Fatheis u. 


Sure "tis enchajtinent ! See frem ev'ry file 
The maſks fall «ff !---in charity I hit» 


The 5. an op res ruſhing to my View -———— 


* 


: 


— 


| 
| 
| 


Fer ſhould I ſhow your faces to each other, 

Not one amongſt ye'd know his Friend or Brother. 
"Tis plain, then, all the world, from Youth to Age. 
Appear in Maſks--- Here, only, on the Stage, 
You fee us as we are: Here, truſt your eres; 


Dur wiſh to pleaſe, admits of no diſguiſe 


r 
& Indeed I can't declare—though ſome folks ſay, 
e got à hint Sir Hugh had gone aſtray ; 
&« She's long been jealous, —bu! if things are ſo, 
© Yow!l take no notice that I- Oh no, no! 
« But pray, my dear, did you obſerve, laſt night, 
&« Miſs Belmour's head 2-Obſerve it I-O the fright! 
And then old Lady Dowager T antwyvee, 
Dreſt'd like a bride I-O monſtrous !-Fle, he, hc!” 
In little harmleſs chat two ads thus paſt, 
And ſome wiſh'd cher amis dropp'd in at 7 
With glaſs you ken—as if you did not well know 
Tour favourite man fat whiſpering at your elbow. 
Another, uſing coquetry*s aſſiſtance, 
Flirts with all beaux at hand, while.at a diſtance 
Poor Strephon fighs ;—you ſmile to' ve craſs d him! 
Yet lave him too Al, pity but you ft him ! 
tn backward rows, ſome Belles, methinks I ſee, 
Who ken not—ſmile not but look plaintively; 
Come, come, Ladies, cheer up, —a while content ye, 
When war is over, lovers will be plenty. 


On nearer view, many demurely ſit : 
Aye, theſe are Belles of wiſdom in the Pit ; 
Belles of diſcernment, who all like the faſhion, 
To mix with judges--(hem)--of the tender paſſian 
Ledies you've wiſely done; your plan purſuc, 
Yeur heads deprive the Critics of their view : 
And female critics may, when married boaſt, 
T hey know ſo much, they ought to rule the roaſl ; 
For, though ſome coxcombs cry“ Good Heav'n pro- 

tect us 1” 

From learn'd wives, that ſtudy to correct us !” 
Tell ſuch uſurpers of all mental fame, 
V iſdom's elf was roman Pallas her name. 
T hen keep, ye critic Belles, the men in awe, 
Por ſenſe, wit, judgment own ns Salique /aww. 


Ye ſecret Belles | who chuſe the middle flatinn, 
Youre next entitled to my obſervaticn, 


1 i 

Men a lob'd ſæuain invites vou to the Play; 
And begs youll ſhine be'sv1 amidjt the gay, 
Lau leer and cry, dear Sir, xv? . fnugger b. 
And more at eaſe in Middie- -Galler y, 

To conſtrue which requires u lepin i, fate, 


1 
Jig more corveritent for a let. . : 


B-/ides, Jeon Irvo-fict ſcuaius preſi ne 

Arn am'rcus {queeze, —which Coply you Pee ene, 

T he - foft ſuffufion turries to the j< ce; 

But hats protect you— and you 0/fh with 675 6. 


And now ye Belles divine, ue reign abc, 
it Gids that thunder like tremen dau 5 200 
That often ſhew vs her? =— mighty portes, 
Di/henſong GONges in golden ſow! rs, 

T5: ugh you're obſcur 4 1 Azad 701. IN 6%, en huh, 
355 a bright Venus [} ark es from yur fy. 

But lift, ye Geddefs Bolles 1 —ard I ſhe? i, 
At you in turn, if _ are not kept unden; g 
Pray keep them quiet-—att and rue ive Fun), | 
Who govern'd Jupiter— as, aoubtiefs, van Ku. | 
4h, happy Belles zen free! love and Lari, 4, 

. Noe c Whiſk ey Punch and Porter: auaff , 

Can gaze and ſmile in marta;s here belbnu, 

Hailſt droileft humour from their Coafhips flow 
Fhiſtling, crowing, boring, e ins, kumming, 
Groaning, ſtambius, ra! PIES) clabpinr, * min, 
Our ſlrum mati, here, ar nt haif fo muſica!, 

Nor 4¹¹ our Players af 2 comica:. 

Well, well, Pinda'ge you we are evor wills, 
Huy j4.r purſe contains the ſplendid ſhilling.” 

And now, ye pri, A115 Belles] where&er ye ſit, 
Accept this wiſh, before my them? I quit ; 

May all get hi hands, ever kind and gay, 
Huſbands, wh/7l1 often bring foi —t9 the H 


———— — TER 
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